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ANOTHER GREAT OPPORTUNITY!

e L

OOK ! GREAT N%ﬂ"ﬂ! News of hundreds more prizes to be won by * Footer-Stamps ™ collectors.
I J The October " Footer-Stamps " competition starts this week, and gou should start with it, because the number of
Super Free Foothalls to be won this month has been increased to 500. Think of it—FIVE HUNDRED1
" anter_-Stu[ﬂps # are betng given every week in ™ Magnet V——they're just pictures of six different actions on the foothall
field—and, as in previous months, the object of this great competition stamp-game is to score as many * goals” as possible.

TO SCORE A “ GOAL"™ you must collect A B B
i ihe Pl moets s RECE Dr et o compiele sl of, £x sanins (they/re sumberel | 10/0), make 6

(Note that the “ goal " stamp by itself does NOT count as a * goal.”  You must get a set of the stamps 1 to 6 each time.)

Thﬁ_ more stamps you collect the more * goals " you can score, and there are ten more stamps here to start you off for this
month’s competition.  Cut them out=-you can scaore one * geal " with them straight away l—and keep them all until you get some
more goal-scoring stamps in next week’s issue.  If you have any odd stamps left aver from the two previous competitions they cen
be included, too. .

’

ff. ou want {o FCATE same other quick " goals,” remember that " Fﬂﬂfl:rr.-gfamp: " are alsa appearing in Gem,”
and ' Modern Boy " each week. There are more ' poals "' waiting in those papers f

2 Fﬁﬂtgraﬁtam s are being collected all over the country—see that you're in it. Five Hundred Footballs are going 1o be
-l‘lﬁ‘-ﬂl"dt:d in the October competition l'.n-_'the: readers scoring the highest number of ™ goals " with " Footer-Stamps " for the month.
Don't send any stamps yet—wait until we tefl you how and where at the end of the month. There's nothing to pay, remember !
RULES; 500 Footballs will be swarded inthe October contest to readers declaring and sending in the largest number of "goals' scored with [ iy
Stamps.”” The Editor may extend or nmend the prize list in case of toe many ties, and ne reader may win mere than one prize in * Footer-Stamps.”
ach " goal " must consist of a set of " Footer-Stamps ™" Nes. | to &, inclusive. All claimas for piizes to be made on the proper coupon {ts be

given later,) No sllowance made for any eoupon or stamps mutiluted or lost or delayed in the post or otherwize. Mo correapondence ]|  No ons
connected with this paper may enter, and the Editor's decision will ke final and legally binding throughout,

{N.B.—" Footer-Stamps " may also be collected from the following : GERM, 3 ;] ! :
WEEKLY, TRIUMEH wilD WEsT WeEKLY, THRILLER, SPORTS BUDCET R RO oaQY'S CINEMA, DETECTIVE

OVERSEAS READERS ! You pals whe are far sway—vou're in this g:'m:t scheme algo, and special awards will be
given for the best scores from overscas readers, There will bo a special closing date for vou s well, of course |

TEN MORE
“ FOOTER-STAMPS”

-

FOR YOU!




Drugged and helpless In a yawt wrecked on a coral reel !

It looks all UP for Lord Mauleverer,

the schoolboy millionaire, and his chums from Greyfriars . . . uniil the man who has been thelr
relentless enemy faces death to save them !
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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
In the Neck!

£ FIAT'S that for®"
‘N,ﬂ' * (Jh, nothing
Billy Bunter, grinned.

Six other fellows stared.

Harry Wharfon & Co. were taking
their case in the heat of the tropic day
in deckehairs in the veranda of the
manaper's bungalow at Kalua-alua-
lalua. .

The holiday in the South Seas was
drawing towards its end, and the
Famous Five were discussing home and

Greyiriars, when Billy Bunter appeated.

in the offing. .

Billy Bunter rolled ocut inte the
veranda with & grin on has fat face and
an orapge in s fat hand.

There was nothing unvsual In seeing
Bunter with an orange or anything else
that was edible in hia fat paw. Oranges
prow rvich and ripe and red on Mauly's
Pacific island. Billy Bunter liked them
—ang he liked them rich and ripe.

But that parbticular orange was nof
meraly rich and ripe: 1t was over-rich
end over-ripe. It was so very rich and
g0 very ripe that Bunter had to carry
it with great care, lest it should burst
in his fat fingers. Ewven Bunter, whe
could eat almoat anvthing, obviously
could not intend to edt that orange;
s> why he bhad it at all was rather
myzferious.

The fat Owl of the Remove blinked
up and down the veranda through his
big spectacles, then he blinked over the
front rail into the garden below, then
he blinked at the Greyfriars party.

“I say, you fellows, old McTab hasn't
come in yet, has he?"’ asked Bunler,

& ‘:_.l P ; il " ‘_',"‘-_'? e

Harry Wharton & Co. stared with starting eyes at the man in the di
aid, a smoking revolver in his hand
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“Do vou mean AMMr. McTab?” in-
quired Lord Mauleverer.

“Eh? Yes. You know I do, fat-
head 1

“Then hadn't you better call him
Mr. McTab " suggested Mauly.

“0h, renlly, Maunly! Look here, hasy
he come in " hooted Buntor,

“Not vor,” eaid Havey
“He's coming in to tea” .

“Oh, that's all right, then!” grinned
Bunter.

He rolled aeross the veranda to the
head of the steps that led down.

Wharton.
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An Amazing Story of HARRY

WHARTON & CO., of GREY-

FRIARS, telling of their adven-

tures in Southern Seas in search

of Lord Mauleverer’'s missing
cousin.
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Six pairs of eyes followed him.

“What on earth,” satd Bob Cherry,
“is that fat, footling foozler up tof”

“ RBunter, vou howling ass” eaid
Frank Nugent, “what are you going to
do with that rotten orange?’’

“Oh, nothing! answered Bunter,
over & fat shoulder.

“Chuek it away, fathead!™ said
Johnny DBull.

“He, he. he! I'm going tol”
chuckled Dunier, “The foct 1s I
brought it here to chuck away. It's

v A |

-

nghy who was speeding to thelr
T

abeolutely - rotten—hardly holding to-
gether. I'm going to chuck it away in
the garden. See?”

“Well, get on with ie."” "

“What's the hurry " said Bunter.

The half-dozen juniors gazed at-Bills
Bunter. If Billy Bunter’s extraordinary
antics meant anything, they could enly
mean that he was going fo buzz that
dilapidated ovange at Mr. McTab.
manager of Kalua, when he came up
from the beach. But thev could hardly
believe that even Billy Bunter was ass
enough for that—though, knowing him
az they did, they were aware that he
was ass enough for almost anything.

“My esteemed idiotie Bunter,” ex-
claimed Hurree Jamszet Bam Singls,
“if you chuck that at 2Mr. McTab he
will be terrvifically infuriated !*

“Wheo's going to chuck it at him?"™
answered Bunter. ‘

“Then what are vou going fo do with
it?" demanded Harry Wharton,

“I'm going to chuck it awayp”™
answered Bunfer, “It's absolutelv
rotten, and there's nothing to do with
it, but to chuek it away, If old McTab
happens to come along just when I'm
chucking it away, that's not my fault
Accidents will happen, He, he, he 1"

“0Oh, may hat1”

“You blitherin' azs!” gasped Lord
Maulevercr. “1hrop that orange over
the rail at onee, Bunter!™

“T'll wateh it!” grinned Bunter.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ejacalated Bob
Cherry. “There's fthe McTab of
McTab t"

A neat figure n ducks appeared in
the distance—that of Mr. McTab,
cumm& up from the beach. The Beottizh
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gentleman who governed Kalua-alus-
lalua had atﬂppeé‘ off & yawl that lay
at the coral quay, and was eoming up
the path to the ﬁungﬁlﬂw: In & few
minutes he would be mounting the steps
-~where Billy Bunter stood with that
ancient orange in his fat paw.

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Dunter.
T say, you fellows, don't you worry;
I ain't chucking this orange ot the old
bean! Of course, I wouldn't do any-
thing of the sort! I'm simply going to
chuck it sway in the garden in a
minute or two—and if it hoappens to
hit anybody, it will be an accident, of
course !

“¥You blithering bandersnateh—"

“You burbling bloster——"

“"Yeou howling asse—"

E Ll

“ Accidents will happen,” argued
Bunter. *I old MceTab cuis up
rugty—"

“1f I” gasped Bob. .

“Weall, if he does, you fellows will
be witnesses that it was an accident,”
explained Bunter. " ¥You ail know that
I'm simply chucking this erange away
because 1t's rotten. Wou can  tell
iﬂTﬂb s if he gets shirly, Bee? I

n't want to have any trouble with
the man.”

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
VTR,

“ Bunter, vou assg——"2

" Bunter, you chump—"

“I'ms not doing this to pay the beast
out becanse he i :
pleined Bunter. * Besides, he jolly well
did pull m‘]g ear, as vou jolly well ]_mn?-*.
Cheek | ust because I was doing B
spot of ventriloquism and he spotted me.

oW was I to know that he'd found out
that I was & ventriloguist, and he knew
it was me making & dog growl under his
chair? Besides, 1t wasn'¢ [V

“0Oh crikey " 3 .

" Nothing of the kind!"” said Dunter.
“He's Beoteh, you know, and Scotsmen
are suspicious.. He fancied it was ine,

just because I did it—"
S Oh erumbs [ .
“He's jolly well not going to pull my

esr I said Bunter. “ A beastly mana-
r of a beastly Pacific island pulling
the ear of & Public school man | Cheek |

Ptrhagg he will be sorry for it when ha
I8

ets t juicy orange! He, he, hel
Not that I'm going to chuck it st him,
TOU
it away—and if it
it will be & pure sccident.
will be witnesses to that”

Billy Bunter turned his podgy back
on the juniors and fixed his eyes and his
spectacles on Mr, McTab, now coming
up the path to the steps.

He lifted his right hand, with the
over-ripe orange in it, holding it well
back for & good, foreeful throw as soon
aa the manager came within ¢asy range.

In that attitude Bunter stood waiting,
hia liftle round eyes gleaming throug
his big round spectacles at his intended
victim.

Bob Cherr

He steppe
the pEaIm:wmd planks,
Eill unfer from behind.

The other fellows sat and watched
him.

Biily

angs on hia nose,
¥ou fellows

rese to his feet,
softly and silently across
approaching

Bunter, being unprovided with
eyes in the back of his head, did not
see Bob approach: and as Bob tiptoed,
he did not hear him. His attention was

conicentrated on the man coming to the

sh:g:‘ :

Bob- Cherry stepped behind him and

réached at the fat hand that was up-

lifted with the dilapidated orange 1n

the fat fingera. - :
He'grasped that hand, orange and all,
TEE Muener Lieragy.—No, 1,508,

ulled my e¢ar,”’ ex-

know; I'm simply going to throw -
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sudaenfy, and dragged it down behind
Bunter's head,

There was 2 startled squeak from the
fat Owl,

“Oooogh! What—-7"

The next second that ancient orange
was squeezing down the back of Billy
Bunter's neck. Tt burst as it squeezed
between his neck and his collar, Owver-
ripe fruit and juice streamed down
Bunter's fat back,

Bunter hiﬂ; bounded.
“Urrrrggh I he 1Ii%lm*;g:]q:ht‘f. TWho—
what——- Gurrggh ! What—— Oooogh 1"

."“Ha, ha, ha I'" velled the juniors.
"Groooght I'm all wet! T1T'm all
stmig 1 I say, you fellows—— Urrrggh ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

]?-*II{ Bunter yelled and gugled and
wriggled and saquirmed. That ancient
orange down his back felt horribly
“]Emﬁ and uncomfostable. Six fellows
howled with laughter.

Mr. McTab, coming up the stops,
stared. He was quite unaware of his
narrow escape of capturing a squashy
orange Wwith his face—which was, per-
haps, fortunste for Bunier. He staved
in surprise at the sgueaking, wriggling,
sguirming Owl

“My pgudeness!™ said Ar. McTab.

“What is tha matter i
“Bunter’s had an orange, and it's
one down the wrong way!” explained
ob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha{*

"Grrrght Oogoeh ! Beast! Qooch !V
spluttered Bunter. “I'l] jolly well—
mnﬁn] I'll—groooogh 1"

o &* I"&p hﬂ. l“

The Greyfriars fellows wvelled, AMlr
McTab had not, sfter all, got that
anclent orange; Bunter had got it—in
the neckl No doubt, it was much
better for that orange to be landod in
Bunter's neck than in Mr. AMcTab’s
face, But if the Famous Five could see
that, Billy Bunter couldn’t.

“0Oh eritkey! OooghI” gurgled Bun-
ter. “I shall have to go and—groogh—
changet I shall have to—gurrggh!'—
wash all over! Urrrggh [*

' Ha'} hﬁ, ha M

Billy Bunter rolled into the honse
equirming. He left Mr, McTab staring
and the Greylriars fellows yelling,

p——r———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Only Bunter !

L AN DINK—"
\;‘ Billy Bunter grinned as he
heard that name.

It was Harry Wharton who
spoke.

Bunter gave a fat little cough. Any
of the Famous Iive who had heard him
would have known that the fat Grey-
friars ventriloquist was just %-’aing to
begin. Bat Billy Bunter, just then, was
alone in the veranda.

It was after supper, and the glorions
moon of the south hung like a silver
bowl] in the desp, dark blue eky. Lagoon
?n%‘l beach glimmered in the elcar -nioon-
ight,

arr{’ Wharton & Co. were strolling
in the un%alcaw garden before turning
in. Billy Bunter did not join in that
stroll; his supper bad been extensive,
and he did not want to earry it about.
He was lesning on tha veranda rail
and as the juniers passed and I'Evpﬂ.ﬂ-aﬂrj
below, he blinked at them with a
morose blink,

Bunter was shirty | Tt was hours eince
that ancient orange’ had been squeezed

down his fat neck, but he =till _wrigfg]gd-
1t

uncomfortably when he thought o

Ha had had a jolly pood mind to give
Bob Cherry the hiding of his life for
squeezing that orange down his neck,

But he had had, as 1t were, a jollicr
ood mind not to! Whipping Beb
werry was & task rather beyond Billy

Bunter's powers, Still, there were other

ways for a fellow to get his own back—

and ventriloquism wae one of them.
The juniors, as they strolled in the
maonlit garden, were discussing a trip
that was coming off on the morrow—sa
cruise in the handsome lLittle vawl that
now lay at the quay. And they were
tscussing, too, . the possibility of an
encounfer with Mauly's enemies—Y sabel
ek, the beacheamber, and Van Dink,
the Dutch frechooter. And the name of

Van Dink, reaching Buiter's fat ears as

he blinked over the rail, pui an idea

inte hizs fat head.
“1 say, you

Bunter,

The juniors looked up.

fellows 1  squealked

“Dnd vou zee something move behind
that bush?"” asked Bumnter, poinung
with & fat finger.

“No, ass|”

“1 faney it looked & hit like that [ag
Dutchman 1 said Bunter.

&q 353 !!:l

“ Yah ™

The juniors smbled on, regardless.
It wae possible that Lord Mauleverer's
enemies might have returned secretly to
Kalua, and taken cover in the bush,
But they were not likely to supposzc that
the ruffienly Dutchman had veotured
to penetrate into the bungalow garden.

Bunter gave another little fat cough
and grinned. Ha had, at any rate,
pubt the rdea inte their minds; and
ventrifoquism wes going to do the rest.
Hea wa:z: going to meke those beasts
jump 1 i

Bunter liad picked uF a few words of
Dutch from the talk of Yan Dink. And
a few words of Dutch were sullicient for
his purpose,

Near the path in front of the veranda
was & mass of hibiscus bushes, casting
g dark shadow in the moonlight. ‘That
was Lhe bush to which the fat Ow] had
so artfully drawn aitention.

The juniors walked on as far as the
coral wall at the end of the path, and
then turned and strolled back. And, as
they came by that thick, dark bueh,
& guilural voice was suddenly heard;
and if 1t did not proceed from that
bush, it certainly zeemed to do eo.

“Ach! Gaweg! Watisdat? Achi”

Six fellows jumped as if moved Dby
the same spring |

They fairly spun round towards the

Dutchman ! gasperd Bob
Cherry. ¢

“The estecmred and execrable Van
Dink 1" exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram

Singh.
"Eool: aut 1"

“Ach! Ga niet wegl Ach!” came
the guttural, growling voice, which, if
it was net the voice of the Dutchman,
Van Dink, was & twin to it,

Billy Bunter's own nailural sgueak
followed.

“I say, you fellows, look out! He"s
got & :.lrlI:r Run for 1t |*
Six fellﬂwn pelted up the eteps into

the veranda.

Harry Wharton & Co. had plenty of
pluck, But they were, of coursze, un-
armed; and they had no doubt that tha
desperado was thersa, aa they had heard
his voice—and no doubt that Bunter,
from above, had a%:;tteﬂ him with the
gun in his hand, as he ssid ¢o.

They fairly whizzed into the shelter
of the veranda, fully expecting to hear
the crack of & revolver as they went.

Billy Bunter grinned from one fat
ear to the other. He had made the
Eh:-astis jump—there was no doubt about

at' .

Harry Wharton instantly turned off the
light in the veranda~—it was & guide {oz



bullets from the shadowy garden; if
the . Dutchman was there, and the
juniors bad no doubt that he was. :

“Ob, my hat!"” gasped Bob. *“Get
hold of & rile—"

1 Bl.ll.':k .uF lu

“1 gay, you fellows—"

“Keep In cover, you ass, Bunter["
ghouted Bob Cherry.-

The fat Owl was standing at the top
of the steps, full and elear in the
bright meoonlight. That was really sur-
prising if Bunter believed that & savage
desperado was lurking in_ the garden,
gun in hand! But Billy Bunter never

turned & hair | ]

“0Oh, really, Cherryl I'm not
afraid 1" ueaked DBunter. “You
fellows may afraid of a fat Dutch-
man—I'm not ¥ _

“Duck, you silly ass!” shouted
Harry.

“{3h, rats1” retorted Bunter, " Have
a little nerve! TFace it, lika met®

" ¥ou _ blithering Owl1”  roared
Johnny Bull. * He's after Mauly, but
vou may stop & bullet, if you stick
there——""

“Well, I'm not afraid of bullets if
you are, Bull,” retorted Bunter,

Two or three of the juniors had
rushed into their reoms, which opened
from the verands, for their rifles,

Mr. McTab came through the latticed
door from the house, alarmed by the
uproar of voices,

“What is the matter hero?"” he ex-
claimed. *What loon's put the light
out? What—"

*The Dutchman, sir!” gasped Bob,

“ Nonzensga 1™

“In the garden—"

* Nopsenze |V repeated Mr. MeTab.

Ha stepped to the rail, and stared

wn into the garden. The Famous
Five and Lord Mauleverer joined him
at once—each of them with a rifle in
his hand now. Billy Bunter, to the
general amazement, still stoed full in
the moonlight, at the top of the steps,
like a valiant Owl that feared no foe.

“(zet back, Bunter, you howling ass 1™

&1L d Bob.
"Dﬁ):tﬁt" retorted Bunter.

afraid "

Really it was quite astonishing ! The
Famous Five, as a matter of fact, were
not afraid of the Dutchman. But Billy
Bunter was—awfully and fearfully so,
Yet there he stood, ool as & cucumber,
regardless of the possibility of stopping
hullets,

“Where did ye see him?" demanded
Mr. McTab, evidently very doubtful
whether the Dutchman was there at all,

“We didn't see him—we heard his
voirg——"

“Bunter saw him from the verands

Y

n ——

“Qh, ye saw him, did ye?” said Mr,
McTab, turning his penetraling eyves
on Billy Bunter,

*“Oh, ves! Behind that bush [* said
Bunter cheerfully, “He had a knife
in his hand—" :

“ A knife!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“You =aid @ gun "

“Oh! Did I? I—I mean, he had a
knife in one hand and & gun in the
other! That's what I really meant.”

Mr. McTab's keen, penetrating eyes,
fixed on Bunter, seemed to grow more
and more penetrating. Mr. MceTab's
eYes were as [ﬁhnetmung sa those of
Mr. Quelch, the Remove master at
Greyfriars—really like gimlets. They
seemed almost to bore inte Bunter,

“Weel,” said Mr. McTalb, “ve saw
him, Bunter, and no one else saw him,
only heard his wvoicel I'm thinking
that ¥e did not gee him and that nobody
heard his voice, either! It's not verra
likely that he would speak and give
notice that ha was there——"

“*But we all heard—"

“Who's
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¥ Burely, and so I heard a dog growl
under my chair this morning, and there
was nae dog under the chair,” said Mr,
McTab, “and I pulled that young loon’s
ear for it, and now I shall pull the
ofther.”
“Yaroooogh 1™

Mr. McTab gripped a fat ear, and
pulled hard. Billy Bunter emiited
a fearful yell. There wnas a gencral
gasp from the juniors. In the excite-
ment of the moment, they had not
theught of the fat Owl's ventriloguism.
But they thought of it now.

“Bunter " roared Bob Cherry.

“That pernicious porpeise !’ howled
Johnny Bull.

“That terrific toad I gasped Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Yarooh! Leggo!” roared Bunter,
wriggling wildly in the grip of =»
finger and thumb that seemed like a
pair of steel pincers on his fat ear.
“I gavy, you fellows, make him leggol
It wasn't mel I didn't do it to make
you Jump! Besides, that beast
squeezed that orange down my nteck ™

“You fat villain!™ exclaimed Harry
Wharton. a

“Ow [ _Legg»:r my ear, vou Scoich
beast 1" yelled Bunter, ™1 tell you I
saw him, lurking behind that—yarooh !
—bush ! saw him'! He—he had a
gun in each hand, and a knife in the
other ! Yarcop!"”

*“Oh crikey |

“He—he had, really! . And I say—

whoop! Will you leggo my eari”
shrieked DBunter.  “You're pip-pip-
pulling it off! Yoo-hooop!"”

“Was it ve lariu%' a trick, ye fat
loon?" demanded DMr. DMeTab, still
pulling. :

“Owl ‘Nol Wow!l™

“Was it no?"  Mr. McTalb pgave
snother jerk.

“Ow! Yes! Wow! OQOunly a lark!®

howled Bunter. “I—I1 didn't do 1t to
make those beasts jump ! I—I thought
it would amuse them! Yarooh!"

“¥a, ha, ha!™:

“Ye silly loon!" said Mr. McTab,
releasing the fat ear at last. “ Ye're
more trouble than wye're worth, ye
young vascal! And I will lesve ﬁf_‘:
here to-morrow! . I will not have the
trouble of yve on the vawl! If ve were
not a guest of the wee lord, I'd turn
vea on my knee and spank ye! Ye can
pit those rifles away, young gentle-
men 111

Harry Wharten & Co. put away the
rifles—rather plad to get them out of
sight, a5 it had turned out.

Then, when Mr. McTab had gone
back inte the house, they gathered
round Bunter. :

There was no need for speech, They
kicked him in turn, and kicked him
hard. Billy Bunier almost forgot the

ain-in his fat ears as he collected tho

icks. ‘When the juniors went down
the steps to stroll in the garden agan,
they were not #atertained by any more
ventriloguism. Billy Bunter was not
thinking of wusing his ventriloguial
voice. He was using his natural volce
—on 1ts top pote:

T

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Asking for More !
HARR‘I WHARTQON & CO., the

next morning, wers looking as
merry and bright the
bright morning,.

L 1

After breakfast they were busy pre-
paring for a sea frip, and carrying all
sorts of things down to the yawl at

the quay.
It was a very handsome yawl, almost
a ketch, reallv. And the Greyiriars

-

fellows were looking forward to a
eruise in the same.

Mr. McTab was going with them to
sail the wyawl. . The schoolbovs were
going to be the crew. Lord Maule-
verer had done s good deel of yacht-
ing, and the Famous Five were all
handy on & sailling craft. They flat-
tered themselves that they werd goin
fo be quite as wuseful as the usua
native crew, if not a little more so.
And with the whole Greyfriars party
on board, there was ne room for any
other crew.

Billy Bunter had pointed out that
the cruise would be & good deal more
enjoyable without that beast MeTab.
Bunter, indeed,” was prepared to teke
command, if a commander waz needed,
And he had stated that he had a jolly
good mind not to come if MeTab
came. In reply to which, the Famous
Five had declared that McTab should
come, 1f they had to cerry him on
board.

However, that matter was settled
now, as Bunter was not coming. So
Mr., MoTab had declered, and Angus

McTab was & man of his word. © He
was fed-up with Bunter, which really
was not surprising. Perhaps he

wanted a rest from Bunier., Anvhow,
he -had put hiz foot ‘down, and when
Angus McTab put his foot down, it
was down |

Billy Bunter that morning blinked
at the Famous Five with a jaundiced
blink. L

They were starling after dinner,
and, so far as Billy Bunter could sce,
not one of them was feeling mournful
becansze Bunier was not starting, too.

As 8 matter of fact, the juniors in
tended to put & word in for DBunter,
and endeavour to prevail upon McTab
to rescind his sentence. They did net,
perbiaps, yearn for his company, any
more than Angne MceTab did, but they
did not want the fat Owl to be left
out of a jolly cruise.

And it was %‘Jing‘ to be jolly. The
last trip from Kaslue had ended rather
disastrously, in shipwreck and wild
adventures among cannibals. The

schooner Flamingo was at the bottom
of the Paciic. Only a day or twe ago.
Captain Ka and the erew had turned
up in the whalebont, fortunately safe
and sound. Perhaps, after that ex-
perience, Mr. McTab considered that
the schoolboy party would be safer
under his personal card and super-
vision. Anyhow, he was taking chargo
this time—for a cruise of several days.

S0 far, the juniors had not sailed
westward of Kalus-alua-lalua, for west-
ward lay the “Black™ island of
Baloo, where no white man dwelt, and
Kaminengo and his tribe were as fierce
and savage as the cannibals of the
island of XKoo-koo, where the juniors
had been cast away after the wreck
of the Flamingo,

MNow they were going to cruise to
tha west, under the careful oye of

Angus McTab, and have a distant
view of the cannibal island of Baloo—

though only o safe and distant view,

They were going to land on the little
islet called Turtle Reef, which lay
half-way between Kalua and Baloo,
and camp a night there. Then they
were going to sail round the group,
look in at Pita for letters—the post
office being at Pita—and sail back to
Kalua from the east. Sailing the
yawl by day, camping on islands by
“ight'h was really a jolly prospect, and
for the umpteenth time the Famous
Five told rd Mauleverer what a
Tae Maeter Linary.—No. 1,008.
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jolly good idea of his T had been, to
come oub te the Pacifio for the hols.

All sorts of necessary things were
packed on-the yawl during the morn-
g, not forgetting rifles and cart-
ridges, which might be needed, if they
chanced to fall in with & cannibal
crew in a cance, or with Van Dink
and Ysabel Dick., -

But all the preparations were fin-
ished at last, and the Famous Fiva sat

Jdown to rest on the corgl wall of the

quay, where Lord Mauleverer had sat

watching them cheerfully while they.

weré 80 busy.

Billy Bunter, sitting there also, had
watched thema with a frowning f[at
brow. ' :

“Y say, you fellows, what sbout it?"’
asked Buunter, as the chums of the Re:
meve sat on the coral blocks,

*“What about which, old fat man?"
arked ‘Bob

“That Scotch be

lﬂ.ﬂt"‘-—'— LE ]

“3eou fellows tired?" asked Lord

Mauléeverer. '
“Not. fearfully. Why 1" asked Bob.
“HEick Bunter for mae, will you?"
< really, Mauly "—Billy Bunter
gaye  his ]ﬂrés]:uip_' a withering blink
through his big spectacles—" that—"

“Kick him ! _

*1 mean, Mr, McTab,”" amended
Bunter, just in time, “McTab makes
out that I'm not coming on this cruise,
Welk I'm: comiing. . Is this your island,

Mauly, or is ‘it thet—that DMr.
McTab's " .

“Mine, old bean!” yawned Lord
Mauleverer.

“Well, who ives
thent'* demanded Bunter,

“McTab.” .
¥You silly ass! If you. think thia is
the . way to treat a guest, Mauly, 1
don't i hooted DBunter. “Not the
way I treat a . guest at Bunter Court,
I .can ‘iteli youl' Leaving a fellow
out—
ST put it to the Celedonian, stern
and wild!” ssid Lord Mauleverer.
“T'l try to th you off, Bunter. DBut
you're such & little be "

- “What 7" ) . :

“Buch & troublesome little beast, if
yvou don't mind my mentionin’ it, old
chap,” said Mauly. “¥You've played a
lot of rottem iricks on McTab with
vour stlly ventriloquism, and all that,
and now he knows, he's shirty. And
he's heard you callin’ him & snuffy old
fossil, Did you expect him to like
it 7"

“Well, so he is a snuffy old fossil 1"
said Bunter. “Look what he did while
we wera away 1n the Flamingo—let

my nigger Popoo clear off. I expected
to find my faithful nigger here when
wa got back; and McTab let him

clear, just because there was s ship
going to Tonga, and he wanted to go
hemme.  Encouraging a nigger in in-
gratitude. I can tell you, I'm fed-up
with MeTab, Mauly [*

“He seems to feel the same, old fat
bean!  But, look here, suppose you
try to behave vourself for & couple of
hours #'* suggested Mauleverer, “ We're
goin’ on the yawl by then. If you
can behave inurself as long as that,
we may be able to make McTab come
round and let you join up.” |

“Why—you—you—you . silly idiot!”
gasped Bunter, “If that's what you
call gratitude, after all I’ve done for
you-—saving you from. cannibals, and
from that blighter of a cousin of yours,
Brian Mauleverer, who set thosa
beasts, Yeabel Dick and Van Dink on
Your tra-ﬂ:, I can jolly well =ay—yoo-

hmﬁi«
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Billy Bunter rolled suddenly off the
corel wall, and sat in the =zand ab its

foot. He pat there with & heavy
bump, and rocared. :
“Yaroooh! - Mauly, vou beastl

What did you barge me over for, you .

rotter?7 You sill
you barge me o

“Guess 1"’ suggested
verer gently.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet.
His little round eyes gleamed with
wrath behind his big round spectacles.
Ha shook & fat fist et &8 Tow of grin-
ning faccz on tha coral wall, '

" Beasts " he roared.

‘Mr, MeTab, coming down from the
bungalow to the quay, -glanced ab
Bunter, with a frown. For some reastn
unknown to Bunter, the Scottish gentle-
man did not seem to like him very much,

chump! What did
that wall for?"

Lord Maule-

He seemed somehow to disapprove of

Bunter. \ ;

2till, Mr. McTab had a kindly Seols
heart, and, having considered the
matter, he had decided to stretch a
point and let the fab Owidja:-in up for
the cruisg, after all. He had had .a busy
morning, making arrangements for an
abeence of several
he had & moment to spare, he was
coming to tell Bunter so.

But he frowned at Bunter's podgy
back as he beheld him brandishing an
infuriated fat fist, and roaring with
wrath. »

;‘Beutq 1" roared Euntﬁr. "I‘_re-_ﬂa
olly good mind to punch your slly
f:e&d, Mauleverer[ You're a -worse
beast than that Scots beast 1 .

“Shut up, you assl” exclaimed Bob
Cherry hastily. =

All the juniors on the wall could see
Mr.: McTab coming if Bunter could not.

“Bhan't I -roarad Bunter.

“MeTab will hear you, fathead|™
hissed Bob. _

“I don’t care if he does!" hooted
Bunter, happily upaware that Mr
MoTab was in the offing astern. “ Think
I care for a snufiy old Secots fossili I'll

tell the silly old ass what ¥ think of
him as soon as lock at him1 A snuffy
old sketch— ¥Yarcoooh ¥

Smack !

“¥oo-hoop! Who— what——  Ch
crikey | Billy Bunter revolved on his
axis, and s es almost popped
through his spectacles at the unexpected
sight of Mr. McTab., He barely dodged
another smack. “ Oh crumba! I-—I zay,

I didn't sea you—I mean, I wasn't
speaking about Iynu, Mr. McTab! I
wasn't, really! was speaking about

snother mily old snuffy shelch—"

Hmack |

Billy Bunter did not dodge that one.

“Ow! PBeast! Btoppit!” yelled
Bunter.

Smack |

“Yaroooh !*

Billy Bunter jumped away and

bolted. And, to iudtg& by the expres-

sive expression on the ®™ace of Angus

McTab as he glared after him, Billy

Bunter was not likely, after all, to join

ﬂe} .lin that ernise in the 1?311:1 Palm
a -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Stowaway !

ILLY BUNTER, like Moses of
old, Enuked this way and that
waY.
1tke Moses again, he saw no
man. | ;
_ Harry Wharton & Co. were at dinner
in the bungalow with Mr. McTab.
They were surprised to see that Bunter
did not turn up for dinner.

T Mr.
MoTab had smacked his head ﬁ:‘f Al

days, and, now that

hour aga, and wasg still frowning a little,
and would probably have frowned more
at the sight of Bunter. B8till, dinner
was dinner—a fuuction that Bunter was
never known te miiss.

But he seemed to be missing it, all
the same. Anyhow, he did not turn up,
and the juniers, wondering where he
was, certainly did not guess. i
_ Bunter was on the coral quay, blink-
ing round him very csutiously and
stealthily through his big spectacles.

The yawl was moeored to the qnay,
and the gang-plank was in place. ers
was no one oo beard, and in the heat
of the day there was no one at hand
on the gquay. Bunter was uncbserved.
Having ascertained that fact, the fat
Owl cut swiftly seross the plank to the
deck of the Palm Leaf, - :

According to' Mr, McTab, Bunter was
not going on that eruize, and the Grey-
friars fellows hed to i:\'a the manager
of Kalua his head. They had intended
te put i s word for Bunter; but,
reaill%,l it did pot seemn much use after
Mz, McTab bad so unfortunitely heard
the fat Owl describing him as & spuffy
old sketch. : _

Bunfer realised that there was nothing
doing, so fer as Mr, McTab was con-
cerfied ; but he was going, all the same.
While all the fellows were at dinner
was Bunter's crpfsurtun1£§+ Bunter was
going to be safely stowed away on that
vawl befora the party came on board.

1ce they were out at sea, it would be
all right. Mr, McTab would hardly put
back to land him, and certainly he could
not drop him overboard. B

It was only a question of keeping out
of sight for a couple of hours or so.
That, Bunter considered, would be easy.
It was not o large vessel, but there
would be some recess where he could
hide himself for so short a time,

Bunter was quife defermined thai he
was not going Lo be left behind to please
a snuffy old fossil. IHe was even pre-
pared to cut tiffin to carry out his plan.
That was a fearful hardship: but he
had fortifed himself with & solid sneck
about twice as larga as any other
fellew's dinner in readiness, Besides,
there was plenty of grub on the yawl,
and he could make up for lest time
when he showed u ich would be aa
soon 83 the Palm Leaf was well out to
584,

On the little deck of the yaunl Bunter
blinked round him. There was a fore-
castle about a3 large as a eupboard, and
fairly: well filled with the belongings of
the Greyfriars party. For a yawl, the
Palm af was rather roomy; still,
there certainly was not a lot of space
to sparé. The Greyfriars fellows were
going to camp on_ deck if they passed
a might on board, but the intention
was to camp on islands at night.

Bunter rolled down ths companion.
The space below was divided into a
cabin and a lazarettc. In the oabin
were two bunks, both occupied at the
moment with varigus bundles and
packages, No hiding-place eeemed
available there, and Bunter rolled into
the lazaretto.

That apartment was fairly well
packed. Stores of all kinds were packed
there, aa well as two easks of water.
Behind the cazks, in the farthest corner
aft, were rolls of canvas, the lazaretto
being also the sail-room, and conteining
epare sail and ropes, ]

Billy Bunter's sves gleamed behind
his spectacles. That was the spot |

That spare canvas was not hkely to
be wanted in a -hurry. Certainly it was
not likely fo be moved before the yawl
was out st seg, even if it was wanied
on the trip at all, - )

A fellow parked in the corpner behind



Van Dink shot & gulck glance at the sleeping crew, and then his eyes fixed on t
You did not drink the water, neen ¥ ** he asked.

it would be absolutely safe from dis-
COVETY. :

“He, he, he '™ chuckled Bunter.

Tha fat junior squeezed rvound the
eazks, He shifted the canvas, and sat
down in the corner behind it.

There was, happily, space even for
Bunter's rather ample orm. He sat
with his podgy back to the timber in
quite a comforiable attitude. The rolls
of eanvas completely screened him.

It was eafe B2 houses!|

True, it was & bit stuffy. It was

warm. 1t was, in fact, rather like &n
oven. But that could not be helped.
After all, it was not for long. In en

hour or less the Palm Leaf would be
under way. Once outside the reef, the
fat Owl could venture to show up.

Bunter, grinning, settled down com-
fartably to wait. Between the heat
and the solidity of the snack he had so
thoughtfully taken in lieu of dinner, he
was rather disposed to go to sleep.

He was, in fact, nodding in his
hiding-place when there waza tramphn%
of feet on the deck above and a burzz o
cheery voices.

The Greyiriars crew had comme an
board.

Bunter sat up and listened, :

He heard a trampling on the little
ladder in the companion and footsteps
in the cabin. Bags and packages were
dumped down. '

" Jolly little craft 1

It was DBob Cherry's wvolce, quite
audible to Bunter; Bob, in the cabin,
was hardly ten or twelve feet irom
Bunter in tha lazaretto.

“Topping | said Harry Wharton,

“The topfulness is tercific IV

1 suppose 1t's no good speaking to
McTab befora they cast off ¥ went on
Bob. "IIe's tos waxy with Bunter.”

“'Fraid not! The fat ass wounld ask
for it !

motion.

EVERY SATURDAY
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“ Benst '™ breathed Bunter. -

“The old fat bean eut tiffin,” said
Bob. *He will have a tremendous appe-
tite when he gets going | Ile will enjo¥
his afternocon [

“Ha, ha, ha "

“ Rotters !” breathed Bunter.

“The fact iz, I don't think Bunter
would like the cruise much,” said
Harry Wharton. “We're the crew, and
there will ba plenty of pulling and haul-
ing, and every man will have to play
up, and take a turn at the tiller, too.
Bunter would want to slack about and
laze, as usual, and that would get
MceTab's rag out. Most likely he would
be smacking ‘Bunter's fat head half the
time for shirking. Bunter wouldn's
really enjoy that.”

“The enjovifulness would not be ter-
rific ! chuckled Hurree Jomseft Bam
Bingh.

“'%nme on "

The juniors tramped back to the
deck.

“Yah!” breathed Bunter. " S8wabs ¥

Pulling and hauling and making him-
self useful in any way that required
excrtion certainly did not appeal to
Rilly Bunter. Bunter had ne intention
whatever of putting in a single spot of
work during that cruise. Sailing the
vawl was a pleasure to the other
fellows; to Bunter it waz work, and
the whole clan of McTalb could not have
made Billy Bunter work. DBunter .was
prepared to make that wery clear to
Angus McTab when he showed up, DBut
Le waz not gojng to show up yet.

Very shortly the Palm Leaf was in
Mr. dMeTab tool: the tiller, and
the Greyiriars crew stood at sheets and
halysrds, and the little craft glided
away across the lagoon.

Billy Bunier, in his hiding-place,
chuckled.

ltg starE junior at the tiller. ** Ach!
* The—the water ! ** muttered Harry Wharton, ** You villain ! You
have drugged them [ ™

The Palm Leaf was under way.
Before long it would be running out of
the recf passage into the Pacific. After
that, all would be safe, In a happy and
satisfied frame of mind, Billy Bunter
allowed his eyes to close behind his bi
sgwt&{:[es. and, lulled by the motion o
the vessel, dropped into slumber.

He slept!

And he snored!

(e ST .

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Not Too Late !

és. Y gudeness !” said Mr. McTab.
Ha was puzzled.

S0 were some of the
juniors, wno wera aft.

I'he yawl was running lightly across
the lagoon of Kalug-alua-lalus,

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry and
Lord Mauleverer, who formed the star-
board watch, were on duty. Johony
Bull, Frank Nugent, and urree
Jamzet Rom Bingh, who formed the

ort watch, were all on deck ready to
end a hand if needed. Mr, McTab was
stecring, though he was going to hand
over the helm to one of the crew when
the Palm Leaf was safe outsido the reef.

But it was, as yet, only half-way
across the lagoon, when Mr. BMcTab
began to cast puzzled glances round him,

From somewhere there game a deep,
rumbling sound, which sounded like the
rumble of distant thunder.

Beveral times the manager of Kalus
glanced round at the sky., DBut the
weather was perfeot; hardly a cloud
was drifting in the blue heavens: there
was absolutely mo sign of bad weather.
It was not the rumble of dizstant thunder
ﬁat came to his ears, though it sounded
the it :

1t dawned on him at last that it came

Tae Macker LIaRARY.—No. 1,508,
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from below !
BuTprising.
It was impossible to suppoze that a
mpus could have golb on board the
alm Leaf and was grunting and
enorting below. But something was!

The fact was, thet Mr. McTab, stand-
ing at the tiller, wasz almost directly
over Billy Bunter's head, as the fat
unior slept and snored in the lazaretto

neath him, Only the deck was between
them, rand the deck, though strong
enough, was not fearfully thick. Billy
Bunter's helty snore, which was wont
to echo from one end to the other of the
Bemove dormitovy st Greyfriars,
rumbled far from hiz hiding-place.
Bunter’s fat head was hardly more than
three feet below the solea of Mr.
MoTab's shoes. And his snore was
andible—more than audible!

“It’s some animal on the packet!”
gatd the astonished Mr. MoTab. “ Have
ye been bringing any animal on bosrd T

“Nunno ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry
Wharten.

Mr, McTab could not understand or
account for' that remarkable rumbls
from below. But the Greyfriars follows,
as they heard it, exchanged glances.

It was, in fact, an old and familiar
sound to their ears!

“That fat ass—'" whispered Frank
Nugent,.

“That's why he cut tiffin " murmured
Bob. -

“The terrifie idiot!"

“COh, gad I murmured Lord Aaule-
verer, " Fhe howlin' ass!®

“I must look into thiz!” said Mr.
McTab. *“Take the tiller, Wharton,
will yve?! We're no' neer the reef yer,
and I cap trust ye with it. I must

But that was still more
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gutely look imte this!
brought a dog on board ¥

"b?-nvnﬂ i i

“It nae sounds like a deg—more like
a pig!” said Mr, McTab., *“But there
is surely nae pig on the Palm leaf. 1
canna undcrstand it—but there’s some
animal below, though I've nae notion
how it gob aboard.™ o

And Mr. McTab, handing the tiller
over to the captain of the Greyfriars
Remaove, stepped down the companion.

The juniors looked at one another.
They all realised that it was Billy
Bunter who had parked himself below—
it could hardly be anybady or m}f‘thmg
else. Had he remained hidden till they
were oulside the reef, as no doubt he
intended, it would have been all right
for Buntcr, Now he was going to be
vooted out, before they wers half-way
across the lagoon,

“The blithering fat ass!™ murmured

Ye haven't

Bob  Cherry, “It's  Bunter, ' of

coursg——" )

E“Hﬂuntﬂr or & gprampus ¥ ssid Johnny
ull.

“It can't he & frampus.“
“Look here, let's all put in a word
for him when Tabby roots him out ¥
said Bob. *“What about it, Mauly 1"
“Yeas,” agreed Lord Mauleverer,
it iﬂ‘trﬁ- Fis
;;Hnllﬁ, hallo, hallo! Listen ! gasped

The snore below suddenly ceased ! It
was suececded by a loud howl !

“Qw! Leggo my ecar, you beast!
Ow! Wow ™

“Bunter 1" came the roar of Mr.
McTab,

“Tain't me! 1 ain't here!” yelled
Bunter.

“Y¥ou dithering loon—*
“ Beast !
WL y&¢ come out of that? roared

LT .,

[ 4

Mr. McTab,
vour ear off ¥

“Yaroooh |"

There was & sound of serambling
below. Bunter was emerging from his
hiding-place, wherever 1t was, A sl_ea:]:,'
pull on & fat ear szeemed to be an
irresistible argument.

“Get yo on deck ™

Smack !

“ ¥oo-hoop "

Billy Bunter appeared quite suddenly
on deck. He bolted out of the com-
panion almost like a pip from an
orange., After him came Mr. McTab,
with & grim frown on his brow.

“I say, vou fellows!" gasped Bunter,
* 1 say—" He blinked round through
his bng spectacles.  Mr. McTab had
awakened him out of slumber, but how
long he had been aslecp, Bunter, of
course, did not know.

He was anxious to know whether the
Palm Leaf was well on ity way-—too
well on its wa{l for Mr, McTab to put
baeck and land him apain. I it was, be
was all right.

And it seemed to the fat Owl of the
Remove that such was the case

Blue waters rolled round the yawl, and
the nodding palms of Kalua seemed far
distant. The coral reef ahead was still
& good distance, and Billy Bunter's
¥vis10mn Wwas limiteé. even with the aid of
his big spectacles. He did not obsorve
the reef far ahead—and he had no doubt
that the Palm Leaf was now well out fo
ges. To the fat Owl, the wide lagoon
was the open Pacific—=which was very
satisfactory !

“ Halle, halle, hallo, old fat bean!”
said Bob., *Is it you or your ghosti”

“h, really, Cherry—"

“ ¥e troublesome loon ! grunted Mr,
MAceTab.

“What about
chance, siri” ask
persuasively,

“¥es, let him come, Mr. MeTab™
said Harry  Wharton, "“It's  rather
tough for DBunter to miss this jolly
cruise,™

Mr, McTeb psused. He was nob

leased with Bunter, but on the other
hand, his heart was kind, and he was
considerate.

“Well, now we've started., and if the
loon will behave—" ha said. * It will
save the trouble of landing him, any-
way, Bunter, yo can stay on the craft
if ye behave.”

Billy Bunter grinned.

Having the impression that the Palm
Leaf was well on its way from Kalus
ta Turtle Reef, the fat Owl had no
doubt that it would be too much trouble
—much too much trouble—for Mr,
McTab to put back, against the wind,
snd pet shut of him.

DBunter's view .was that Mr. McTab
was making a virtue of necessity. Ha
had to make the best of the fact that
Bunter was on board, so he was making
a favour of it | That was Bunter's view !

*“Wall, I'lIl comal” he spid, *I'm nok
specially keen on it, but I'll come, But
look here—" S

“That will do from ye!™ said Mr,
MaeTab, “But mind, I'll have no
slacking and shirking on this cruise,
Everyone lends a htand, and you like the
rest, 5o ye'd better get that clearn™

“Fll watsh it!” said Bunter cheer-

ful.'f{.
i Fh&t?”

“If you think I'm going to do =
nigger's work on this yawl), you've got
it wrong!® explained Bunter, “I'm
not.*

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered Bob,
as the thunder began to gather sgain
on the brow of Angus MeTab.,

“Shan’t P anewered Bunter coolly,

“Do ye want me wo pull

ivin' him another
Lord BMauleverer,



“You blithering ass——" said Harry.

“Yah!" retorted Buonter. °

In the happy belief that it was too
late to put him ashore, Billy Bunter saw
no reason for taking any cheek from a
plantation manager ! ¥e saw no reason
whatever for shutting up! He had, in
fact, some more to say, and he was
going to say 1tl

“If you fellows ltke work, I don't!"
he continued. think it's rot to sail
awithout a orew. If you faney I'm
gmn% to iﬂ.ﬂk at those hnastl}r TOpes,
and ug those gails about, you're jolly
well mistaken! We may as well have
that clear mt the start! And if that
doesn't suit you, Mr. McTab, I'll jolly
well go ashore, seel?”

Mr. McTab gave him ono look, then
ho etepped to the side and waved, his
hand, )

It was a signal to a passing cance on
the lagoon.

The canoe immediately paddled along-
gide the Palm Leaf.

“Well, if you'd rather go ashore,
Bunter——" gaid Lord Maulcvarer.

"He, hﬁ. he 1

“What on earth are you he-he-he-ing
about  inguired Johnny Bull.

“He, he, ha! Think I don’t know it's
too late to put back ?” grinned Bunter.
“He, he, he! T say, you fellows, are we
near Turtle Reef i3-r~et‘i;i;’

The IFamous Five stared at him.

“¥ou howling ass 1" ssid Johnn
“We're not out of the Kalua
}'Et- illl

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter,
“Pile it on! Think you can pull my
ltx%;:%r He, he, he ¥ 5

r. McTab turned to Bunter again.

“Ho ve don't want to make yourself
useful 7 he asked. “You want to slack
about while others do the work—whet "

“1 cortainly don't intend to do any
nigrer's work,” answered Bunter dis-
dainfully. “And I don't want any jaw,
either | I doo’t want to be un?lﬂamnt;
but I've had too much jaw from you
glready, and I don't want any more | If
BMauly chooses to stand it, I think he's

Buli.
agoon

a fool! But I'm not standing ik, and
that's that! Better gpet that clear at
the start ™

“I'll give ye no more jaw 1™ said BMr.

MceTab grimly.

“Stick to that, and we shall pet on
all zight! said Bunter breeaily, ©
helieve in a man konowing his place and
keeping in if—see "

Mr. McTab gave Dupter mo more
“iaw.” ke proceeded to actlons instead
of words. L

He stepped to the fat junior, grasped
him by the back of the collar, and, with
a swing of a strong arm, whipped him
over tho gunwale, and landed him in the
canon emong the hrm‘-'ndpaﬂﬂlera,

Bunter gave a startled yelp.

“You feller boy,” said Mr. McTab,
addreszing the paddlers, "you takec
that white icller along beach, along
houea belong me "

“Yeszar ! answered the Kaluan boys.

The wvawl glided on, dropping tho
canoe astern.

Billy Bunter stood up, hiz eyez almost
popping throngh his epectacles. Bunter
was taken quite by surprise.

“I gny, vou fellows ! he yelled.

" Good-bye, Bunter!"

“1 say, you beasts, stop for me!”
volled Bunter. “1 say, ain't we really
out of the lagoon yet 1"

“Ha, ha, ba ¥ 5

“Beasts? 1 say, I'm coming ! roarcd
Bunter. “0Oh erikey! 1 say, wyou
rotteral I say, vou swabs! Look here,
tell that beast McTab to turn round!
Do you hear, you rotters? I say—"

Billy Bunter’s yell dicd away as the
brown paddlers paddled away io the

coral quay of Kalua.
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Tho fat Owl glared after the giidinﬁ
ﬁ?'WI with a glare that almost cracke

is spectacles. He yelled, and waved a
fat hand. Bub it booted not. DBunter
had asked for it, and got it, and the
Palm Leafl glid-'ed out &bt the reef
passage, and epread her canvas to the
wind on the Pacific—minus Bunter !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

The Parting ol the Ways !

SABEL DICK, the beachcomber,
stood leaning on a slanting
alm-trunk on the tiny island of
urtle Reef, looking across the

blue Pacific easbward.

Far away across the blue, the hilltop
of Kalua could be scen; nearer at hand,
& white sail that canced and glanced on
the sea.

The outcast of Kaluas stared, with a
gloomy, knitted brow, heedless of the
grunting, snarling voice of Van Dink,
the Dutchman, ‘sprawling under the
palm-shade pnear at hand,

Turtle Reef was a mere speck in tho
sea, midway between Kalua and Baloo.
From it the two islands could be seen—
Kalua to the cast and thec cannibal
island of Baloo to the weat, There were
s few dozen palms, a straggle of
hibiscus bushez. No inhabitant had ever
lived on Turtle -Reef; a human foot
hardly ever trod its shore. That made
it a safo lurking-place for the outcast
of Kelua and bis associate, the Dutch
freebooter,

But during the deys that they had
lurked on the little isle in sight of the
distant hilltop of Kalna, ¥sabel Dick

ad made no move, and his confederate
was growing morc and more savagely
impatieng. .

Now, as he watched the sail that
denced in the sunlight, the grunting
voice of the Dutchman came to ?liﬂ- ears.

“Ach! Tool—focl " growled Van
Dick. “What 18 the matter with vou?
Have you lost your courage or lost your
senses ! Juwe ghort time now the school-
hoys will be gone from Kalua; they are
here for a holiday, and it cannot last
much longer. If Lord Mauleverer
refurns home, your game is up [

The outcast of Kalua did not heed if
ho heard. The sprawling Dutchman
gave him a bitter, evil look. .

“But for your folly, the game would
be already won " he went on. “Th
boy could have been sent to the bottom
of the Pacific | . But you would not stand
for thaet, fool that you are! You would
have marooned him, but now
to have forgolten even that |
day after day, and in perhaps a week
more they will be gone! Is that what
you want?”

Yeabel Dick glanced down at the
ruffian at last.

“Perhaps that is what I want!"” he
snapped. *The boy released me; but
for him, I should be & prisoner on
Kalua. Ile releazed me fo carry a
message to Brian Mauleverer, never

essing the truth, It was a message of
orgiveness and kindness——"

“Ach! A trick!” pgronted the
Dutchman.

“So 1 thought—so I could not help
but think, being what I am1” said the
beacheomber bitterly. “But it was not
a trick. Ho knows that hiz cousin,
Brisn Mauleverer, has plotted ageinst
his liberty, if not his life. And he sent
him a message of forgiveness and an
offer of help. "I will not raise my hand
against him.”

The Dutchman sat up.

“Ach! Foall He stands between you
and fortune—si fortune that I am io
share! And you tell me—"

ol BCLIN
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“You will never share it,” said the
beachcomber. “I have thought it out,
again and again, while we have heen
on this reef, and I have decided. Lord
Mauleverer has nothing to fear from
me. He will receive no word from Brian
Mauloverar. But when hiz holiday is
over he will return safe to England, and

“And you will comb a beach again 1”
iaid the Dutchman, with a bitter sneer.

“Perhaps. (Go your-own way, Van
Dink1 Take the canoe, and leave me
here! ] am done with you ¥

The Dutchman sat glaring at the
outcast of Kalua, and for several
minutes a stream of Dutch oaths poured
from his lips. -

Unheeding  him, the beachcomber
watched the glancing sail on the blue.
It was drawing nearcr, and he won-
ﬁ?tfd if 1t were going to touch at the
islat. i

“Ach! Youn are dono with me?”
growled the Dutchman, his harsh voice
shaking with ra.gie. “I am to have
nothing, after all I have dopme mnd
risked "

“It was your own choice,” said Yeabel
Dick sullenly. “ Even before you found
mo on Kelua, before I knew that Lord
Mauleverer was in the Pacific at all,
you tried to take his life—-"

“¥Yor your profit!” Thissea the
Dutchman.

“And yqur ownt” ssid the beach-
coitber. “You butted in of your own
accord; you have nothing to reproach
me with, and I care not if you have! I
tell you, I will raise no hand against
Tord Mauleverer again, and neither
shall you! I will put a bullet through
your thick skull first, Van Dink [

The Dutchiman swore again.

“This—at the finish!* he said. "We
are hers in peril, Ii the BScotsman
knew, he would send his Kanakas to
seize us. And you dare to say—"

“(i0, as soon &% you choosel Take
the canoe! I will keep your company
no longerl 1 will take my chance
bere I

“And I tell you,” roared the Duteh-
man, crimson witk rage, "that if you
weaken and throw up the game, I will
carry it through! And it shall not be
e matter of marconing, but the boy ghall
ﬁa wheré ke will bo safer, and you shall
andla his fortune, whether you havo
courage to put him out of your way or
not, and I will stand in to share! Ach!
Ja, ja! I will go, and the next news
you shall hear from mo is that Maule-
verer is under the Pacifie!” ,

The ruffian heaved himself to his feet.
He shook s brawny fist at the beach-
comber in his rage. oy B

Ysabel Dick shrugged his shoulders.
His mind, after long doubt, was made
up, and Le eared nothing for the
Dutehman's rage and disappointment.

“Will vou hear me?®” hissed Van
Dink. “You have the Chinaman's druy
that we obtained at Pita, and we have
planned—" :

“Torge* your plans,” said ¥Ysabel
Dick,. “¥ou could not carry out the
plan. You dare not land on Kalua, and
1 will not.”

The Dutchman spat out oaths, and
the man from Ysabel turned his back
on him. Then, as his eyes fell again
on the sail, he burst into a sudden mocl-
ing laugh. .He raised his hand and
pomnted. :

“Look, fool!” he caid. *“Thoy are
coming here! That is Mclab's yawll
Look, and you will see McTab at the
tiller! Thue_zr are coming here, and the
gama is up " .

The utchman  stared ot lam
savagely, and then stared roumd ot
the sca. The yawl was running <down
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to the little island, and a erowd could
be scen on the deck and the higure of
Angua McTab at the tiller.

The rage died out' of Van Dink's
savage face, | .
“Ach! They ecannot know we are

bere,”” he muttered.

“1f they find ug——"

“Fool! They must not find usl”
snarled Van Dink. * And they will net
find.us] Let them find you, »f you pine
for the prizon at Suva. They will not
find me !

He tramped away through the palms.

Yaebel Dick glaneed after him with
s zneor, and then, in the shadow of the
palms, stood watching the yawl, i

The- Dutchman's footsteps died away
w3 ho hunted cover. :

For several long minutes the beach-
comber stood watching, but he turned
away At lost in the samwe direclon as
the Dutchman. On the farther side of
the reef was a coral cave in which the
canoe lay, and- the Dutchman had
hunted-cover there.

Ysabel Dick slouched away through
the palns: it was easy enough to keep
out of sight, and liberty was dear.

There was no sign of a human being
on Turtle Reef to ineet the eyes of the
Greyfriars party when the Palm Leaf
ran down Lo the little fonely 1sland.

[

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Camping on Tyrile Reef !

11 RT " sgud Mr. McTab,
PO ¥ Port it 151" snswered DBob
Cherry cheerfully, at the tiller.

The Greyfriars crew were all
on deck in the golden sunset as . the
Pahn Leaf ran by Turtle Reef, Ten or
twelve miles farther on lay the exten-
sive island of Baloo, looming over the
sea like a dark mass against the sunset. .

Mr. MeT2b had a keen eye open on
the little islet which lay like a speck.in
the ‘midst of stretching reefs. Dob

Cherry was "at the tiller, the other.

fellows ‘at ‘the ropes, and Mr. McTab
rapped . orders, which were promptly
beved. ‘There was only cne anchorage,
uui! it requircd care to rcaeh it in
safety, ]

But the yawl glided safely 'in by the

sharp teeth of the coral, and the anchor

was dropped by the Greyiriars erew,
The T’alm™ Leaf swung to her cahle
within fifty feet of the little beach,
shaded by palms, where less than an
llr:nut_' pgo ¥sabel Dick and Van Dink

ad stood; but there was no sign now

of the onteast of Kalua or his associate,
alc;'{e& ihe juniors were not thinking of
thain, e

Harry Wharton pulled alongside tho
little dinghy that was towed aﬁiem of
the Palm Leaf. It was loaded almost
to the gunwale, and two of the juniors
pulled it ashore Beversl trips were
required to land the s@%iEﬂ for camp-
ing for the might; then the dinghy was
deawn up on the sand, and the Palm
Loaf left unoccupied, rocking at her
cable. : - '

While the juniors were preparing the
camp, building a cocking five, and get-
ung up the tents, Mr, McTeb tock a
walk, with a rifte under his arm. ¥e
did not expeet to find anyone on Turtle
Beef, but within ten or twelve miles of
a cannibal island it was necessary to be
Wary. :

But the manager of Kalua, wary as
he was, taw nothing of the beachcomber
or the Dutchman.
round . the little island masses of coral
had been heaved lﬂ;zﬂp from the sea by
eome ancient voleamio convulsion, and
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here and there among the rocks wero
deep, dark caves and fissures, and he
was not aware that one of the little
shadewy caves hid two desperate men.
In their dark, damp retreat ¥sabel Dick
and Van Dink heard the grinding of his
boots on the . rocks and lay very low.

Had they been discovered, they had
little chanee of dealing with a well-
armed pariy of seven; but they were
i Jittle danger of discovery. Mr
McTab passed within a few yards of
the dark recess in the coral rocks that
concezled them and their cance without
dreaming that any man was thero.

He returned to the camp on the beach
—to find the tents up, the cocking fire
going strong, and Bob Cherry cooking
supper.  An appetising scent of [rying
fish - spread over the beach.

In the deepening sunset the Greyfriars
party sat down to supper, under the
palms. The sun sank lower behingd
Baloo, and the moon came up in the
east over the hilliop of Kalua.

Bob Cherry leaned back ageinst a
palm-teunk, stretched his legs in soft
sand, and gave & sigh of conteniment.

“This,” he remarked, *is corking I

“The corkfulness is tervific;” agreed
Hurree Jamsei Ram Singh. .

“Anybody fearfully keen lo change
this for Latin with Quelch in the Form-
room at Grevfriars i mquired Bob.

“Hardly I’ vawned Jolinny Bull.

T Dnl¥ another week,” sighed Bob,
“Then for England, home, and beauty—
and Latin_ with Quelch, maths with
Laseelles, French with Mossoo— Oh
erikey 1™

“And foothall on Little Side!” said
Harry Wherton, laughing,

“Holidays can't last for ever,” re-
marked Frank Nugent, *and we've had
a rippung {ime—shipwrecks and canni-
bals and all !” : '

“The ripfulness has been——>™ :

" Terrific and preposterous ™ chuckled
Bob. He glanced at Lord Maunleverer,
who was Ieaning on & palm with a shade
of thoughtfulness on his face. “ Penny
for "em, Mauly, What are you think
ing of specially—Latin with Quelch,
maths with Laszcelles, or French with
Mossoo 1

“Eh? I was thinkin' that we might
stick it out a bit,” zaid Lord Maule-
verer. “Might cable the IHead and gei
extra leave, or sumethin'. Yon see—
Hea paused and colowred a little. ™ “1

don’t want to leave Kalua till—till-——""

He paused again, but the Famoug Five
knew what was in his mind.

“Tm "’ said Bob dubiously.

Myr. McTab had gone back to the
vawl, in the dinghy, to see all safe for
the” night before turning in. The
junjora were waiting for him to return,
It was quite dork mow, save for the
glimmeyx of the moon.

“1 suppose you foellowa think me
rather an ass,” went on Lord Maule-
verer in'as low voled, © but——>

“Well, you are an ass, old chap!”
sald Johnny Bull. "You've found out
now that that cousitn of yours Brian
Mauleverer ' s¢t thoso brutes or your
track—Y¥sabel Dick and Van Dink. You
iolly well know that his game is to step
into your sHoes™ 2

“Yaas, - but—m" :
C “You'll bo safer at Greyfriars than
in the SBouth Beas, with Brian Maule-
verer knocking about, lecking for a
chance at you,” said Johuny,

“Yaas, but—=" _

“The butfulness is terrifie,” murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 0

“But I don’t want te go till I've had
word from eold - Brian,” =aid Lord
Mauleverer. "I sent him a message by
that beachcombin’ blighter when I let
him locse on Kalua, and I want to get

word from him. You see, he's a bad
hat; Ll alvaid he's a very bad hat.
But blood's thicker than water—what?”

“"Yes,” sard Harvy slowly, “but—"

“0ld Brian's not so bad as vou might
think from hiz goin's on,” went on
Mauleverer. *“You see, he wrote homo
askin’ for help, and drifted off from
Pita hefore ha got an answer, from
what I ecan meke out I faney he got
it into hiz head that he waa. turned
right down, and that mada him bitter.
IIa never had the foggiest idea that [
cama out hero these hola chiefly to
lock for him and give him o hﬂ{ in
i‘ﬂ»:-ld+ I den't think he'd have acted as
he's done if he'd known all that, you
know.™

The Famous Five wers silens,

- Their own opinion of Brian Maule-
verer could noet have been expressed in

polite langua

2. ; s

But it was %ike old Maunly to find ex-
cuses far anyone. .Ile had been in cen-
siant peril during that holiday in the
Pacifie Islands, and it had transpired
that he owed it all to his Cousin Brian
—keeping behind the seenes and pulling
the strings, .

Had the Dutchman sent him. to the
botiom of the Pacifie, or had the beach-
comber suceeeded in marooning him on
an unknown island, Brian would have
stepped into his shoes. Yot that know-
ledge seemed to make no difference to
Mauly's desire to find hizs missing
cousin and set him-en hia [eet again,

It was like old Mauly—but his friends

could not help thinking that the best
and safest place for Brian was behind
prison bars,
I don't think it's really as bad as
it looks,” went, on Lerd Mauleverer.
“ Brian never stood for that Dutchman's
game, I'm quite sure of that, That
brute would have knocked me on the
head; must have been exceedin’ his in-
_shiﬂctmnﬂ, I fancy—like the brute he
is

“%31:1_:—-—_—_” said Harry,

“T mean to say, the other rascal—
Yeabel' Dick—was only trylng to get
away with mareoning me,” sajd Mgule-
verer., ‘““That’s what Brian stood for—
and it was bad enough, of course. But
old Brian never meant anythin’ worse
than that; and if he'd known how the
matter really stood he wouldn't have
stood for that, erther. If T eculd only
get in touch with him——"

" You-don't think he'd bag you if you
did ¥ asked Johnny Bull.

“Well, I think if I had a talk with
him I'd rather open his eyes and make
him gee reéason,” 2aid Lord Mauleverer.
“And I'm jolly well not goin' to leave
Kalua if I ean help it till Fve hed a
word with Brian, That beachcomber
promised to cdarry my message. And I
may hear from Brian any day—what 1™

dear chap,” said Harry, “we

shall ﬂam_ to go when the day comes.

Mr. McTab's told us that a vessel is
coming to Kalua in & day or two that
will carry ws down to Buva—a ketch
called the Dawn—*

i Yaass but—"

“That's the ketch we saw when we
wara on the schooner,” said Bob Cherry.
“"You fellows remember we sighted it
again in the slorm when we were on
the rait. The Bkipper is a chap named

Jing—they <¢all him Eing of the

Islands—" . .

“And McTab specially wants us to
=ail] with him down to Suva,” said
Frank. Nugent. "Tabby's got a very
hlgh apinien of Lhim.”

" Yaas. But—"

“You'll have to sail when Eing of the
Islands sails from Kalua, Mauly, old
man " said Harry Wharlen. After
all, it's nearly a week from now before



wo have lo %n and vou may geb word
from vour jollv old cousin by that time
—if he intends to send word at sll”

"‘i"aa:t Bui—"

" Hallo, halle, halla! Here comes
Tabby 1" said Bob Cherry, as the dinghy
came back from the Palm Leaf, and
Mr. McTab landed.

““Bed ! called out Mr., MeTab.

And the Greyfriars juniors went Lo
their tents.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rogues Fall Ouat !

SABEL DIUK :stlirred in his bed
of sand in the coral cave on tho
reef.

At the marrow opening of the
cave was a glimmer of moonlight. In
that glimmer stood & bulky form, and
the beachcomber sat up and stared at ir.

It was lc:ng past mulm hi, hut thc:
Ditchman had not been sleopl
had left the cave while the beac uumhﬂr
glept, and now he was returning.,  And
Ysabel Dick’s eyes glittcred at him in
the dusk of the cave, as he realised it.

The fat Dutchman {ramped in, and
bent ever him.

“Ach!l You are awake ! he grunted.

“What have you done¥” muttered the
beachcomber, “If you have dared to
harm the boy, I will put & bullet
through your carcass, here and pow I

The heavy Dutchman slumped down

in the sand, leaning n-n the rock. His
ptgﬁy eyes gleamed evitly at the outcast
alu

“They
They sleep
at anchor!

a3 hsu.c seen them 1 he said.
arp camped on the beach!
in tents—the yawl rides
They know Imt ing of bs”

“Thoy will one in the morning,"”
gaid Yzabel EIE‘E “They ara on a
ctuise, I suppose, and camping ashore
st night. Wo arc safe here”

“Thizs is a chance!” muticred the
Dutchman., ™ Listen to e ! Thera is no
one on the wyawl. Jf wvou had the
courage and the nerve -to reach it and
hide on board—"

“"Well?” snarled
“What then?”

Do vou not understand? breathed
the Duatchman. " They are too many to
handle—they are armed, and they would
shoot us down like dogs if we attacked
them—there is no chance of that, But
—you have in your pocket the China-
man's drug—do you not understand ¢

Yaabel Iheck pm:rr:ci at him in the
dusk.

ST tell Fou, I will not use it!™ he
grunted,

“You have not forgotien what the

len waa!™ went on the Dutchman, un-

ceding. "It would have been risky to
land on Kalua, but you fancied that
there might be a “chance—watching
them, on some of their cxcursions on the
island, finding an opportunity of dro
ping the drug in ﬁenr food or drmf:’
and thun hm ing the voung lord at vour
I'.I'lEI'l'."‘l""—"'

“1 tell you, that game iz up™

“Will you listen?” snarled Van Dink.
“It was & chance, but a desperate ons;
but now—now thers is certainty, if ;c-u
have the courage!
find a hiding-
vou fail to fin

the drug?

the beacheomber,

(let to the vawl and
ace on beard—and can
an opportunity of usin

Then—think—the yawl an

the whole crew at your mere » tncluding
the Scotsman who had you beaten with
s lawyer-cane—think of it! While they
sleep under the drug, you bind them-—
they wake helpless!  You run the yawl
on the rocks of Baloo, escape in the
dinghy and return here, an
cannibals of Baloo to do-your work for
you. What do you think of that?”

- bility.:

leave’ the
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His piggy eyes gleamed cagerly at the
beacheomber.,
Ysubel Dick sat silent.

Perhaps he was templed, and his ze-
zsolution was ehaken. It was, as the
Dutchman said, a certainty, or almost a
certainty, By cam Emg for the night on
Turtle {.Ef the Greyfriars pariy had
given the outcast of Kalus this chanee
—and if he took advantage of it——

*Think 1" breathed the Dutchman.
“Yengeance, and fortune—everythiong in
your nds, my friend! It iz the lasc
chance—soon they will be gone from

these seas, and bevond our reach!
Think I

The beachcomber gave a bitfer laugh.

“Death for them, on the shore of
Baloo, title and fortune $or me, in my
own muntr:,' " he said.

“da, ja! You will not lose
chance "

this

v

En-LLﬂt he diew & small mefal Hask,
{ie grinned savagely as he glipped i
into his own pocket.

Then he crept out of the coral cave,
leaving the insensible outeast of Kalua
where he lay. He dragged after him
the little canoe in which the two had
arrived at Turtle Beef. In the glimmer
of the moon, he pushed the canoe into
the sea, clambered into 1f, and grasped
the pﬂ(i le.

In the tents on the beach, the Grey-
friars parly were slecping. Hardly fifty
fost from the shelving sand, the Palm
Leai rocked at her cable. It was from
the seaward side that the canoe ap-
proached the yawl—the Dutchman was
teking no chance of being observed by
a wakeful eye ashore. An hour after he
had left Yeabel Dick in the corsl cave,

(Continued on nex! page.)

*Fool and villain,
hold your tongue 1"
muttered the beach-
comber. “The boy
shall gn as safe as
he came, and never
even know that he
Wk e ir dangcr

ere,

Van Dink spat
out Duich curses.

“That is your
answer, then!"” he
snarled. "Then

ive me the flask!

t will not be so
casy for me, as for
yvou! But I will do
it}  CGive me the

Chinaman’s flask !

“1 will give :.nu
nothing g

bullet thmugh lbe
head if you geck to
harm the boy !*
Hllﬂ.ﬂpf_"d Ysabel
Dack.

And he threw
himszelf down in the
satud agaln, tuarn-
ing fuia back to the
freebooter.

For long minutes,
the Dutchman
cursed him., Then
he, oo, streiched
his bulk in the
gand again, and
there was a silence
in the coral cave.

But the Dutch-
man did not sleep.

Ha rose, at last,
on his elbow
Silently, he drew a
revolver from  his
hip and gras it
by the barrel
Slowly, silently,
cautiousl h-e rolled
nearer the sleepin
beacheomber, an
rose on his knees.

Ysabel Dick did
not wake az the
clubbed  revolver
rosce—and felll”
There was & crazl-
ing blow, and from
gleep he passed to
gfunned insensi-
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Van Dink wes standing in the canoe,
his hands on the gunwale of the yawl

He clambered on board, with a back-
ward kick sepding the conoe spinning
out to sea, {o go adrift, ]

On deck, he crouched low, his first
lance fashing to the shadowy shore.

ub all” was silent there, and then he
watched the cance, drifting away to sea.
In o few minutes it was eut of sight,
and he was satisfied that it would be far
out of sight dawn.

He crawled on his fot hands and knees
to the companion, and squeezed hia fag
bulk down the narrow ladder. In the
cabin belew he Lresthed more freely.

There he struck a match, fo examine
his surroundings. Like Billy Bunter

fore him, he was in search of a
hiding-place, which was not eaey to find
on so small & crafk

In the lazarette he struck another
mwateh, - -He grunted Dutch curses az he
poered about him.

For 4he slim, active beachcomber, it
would have been an easier task., It woas
not casy for the fat, clumsy D
But “vhat he had pfamned was possible,
end-he was as savagely determined as
& tiger-shark in pursuit of its prey.

He found & hiding plece, as Dunter
hiand found it, in the corner behind the
casks, screened by the spare canvas.

The fat Owl of the Remove had found
it close quartera. The bulky Duitchman
found the ci;mrtem closer ¢ _Bunter
had found them.

He grunted and cursed, and cursed
and grunted, as he packed his heavy
bulk into the corner and arranged the
cauvas to screen him from view. Be-
dewed with perspiration, breathing
stertorously, he settled down at last—but
he did pot, like the former occupant of
that hidden corner, think of sleep
Wakeful and watchful as & wild animal,
ithe Dutchman waited for morning !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden Foe!
aboard |” sang out Dob

LT LL
Cherry.
There was & trampling of

feet and a buzz of cheery
voices on the deck of the Palm Leaf
in the bright sunrise.
. ‘After breakfast on the beach, tents
were struck and packed, and the dinghy
ferried to ‘and fro. Then the anchor was
lifted and sail shaken out. Mr. McTab
took the tiller, and the Palm Leaf stood
away from Turtle Reef.” '

o yawl stood west by south, towards
Baloo. The Greyfriars pur:?r wera goin
to sail right round that island, thoug
iieepmi at a safe distance from the reels
—and from the savage inhabitents.

The rifles were stacked ready on deck,
in case sOMA& BAVARe cAmDoe-crew might
put off from Baloo, in which case the
schoolboys were prepared to give them
& werm recoption, But that was not
likely, i sight of the hill-top of Kalua.
Landing on the cannibal island, how-
ever, would have be another matter,
end Mr, McTeb had no intention of
Ering within fwo or three sea miles of

aminengo’s savage domain.

Ag Turtle Reef dropped astern, and
the yawl drew nearer to Baloo, the
Greyfriars " fellows waiched the can-

nibal i1sland—tha only black island in
the Kalua grou ith interest. It was
5 large islan Iying in its lagoon

within s baerrier -reef of coral,- and

sovered from shore to shore with thick

dark bush. More than ono Melancsian

tribe, Mr. McTab, teld them, dwelt on

‘Baloo—generally  at war with ono
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another, and the dark run-ways of the
bush were the scene of continual am-
bushes and savage encounters,

Little did the juniors dream thak
their . voices on -deck recached hidden
ears in the lazaretto below.

From the hidden Dutchinan thers
was no sound.

- Beveral times, since day had dawned,
Van Dink drew aside a corner of the
sail-cloth, -and peered out,  After
acking the camping ouifit below, the
reyfriars ¢rew remained on deck, as
tha yawl ran before the wind, and
shiuted along the southern side. of t
Baloo reef., Bub s little later Bol
Cherry came down with & csn in his
hand, to draw water from ome of the

caska.

At the sound of footsteps in  the
little companion-way, tha Dutchman
crouched back in his hiding place,
hardly "Bresthing.

Bob was not six feet from him as
ha drew water from the cask. Hea
carried thé filled can back to the deck,
and the Dutchman gasped with relief
when he was gope,

-He stirred ain  from his lair
There was an evil grih on his brutal,
bearded faoce ms he drew the metsl

flack from his pocket.

_ He stood for a few moments, listen-
g, ke an animal in the bush. The
deck was so close above his head thai
cvery foolslep seemed to be almost at
his elbow, Bui so long as tione of the
crew came dotyn, ha was safe from
observation, And he had settled on his
plena now.

The cask from which the junior had
filled the can was still half-full of
wator. To empty the contents of the
metal flask into that cask was the
work of a minute.

Then the Dufchman
his hiding place again,

How long he had to wait, ha did not
know, but he knew that it was only
& matter of waiting now. ’

In the hest of the tropical day,
water was in constant mneed, and
sooner or later more water would be
drawn and drunk, And the powerful
narcofic that was mingled with 1,
could not fail to do its work., It was,
as he had told the beachcomber in the
cave, not a chance, but a certainty,
once he was hidden, unsuspected, on
the Palin Leaf,
the water in the drugged cask would
gink into szleep, and would remain un-
contcious for houwrs, Hot and stuffy
as it was in the hidden corner, the fat
Dutchman squaited there, grinning
with satisiaction, He had only to
wait, and econer or later the Palm
Leaf would fall into his hands, the
crew -at his mercy.

An honr—another hour—rawled br.
It was weary wailing for the Dutch-
man, sweating in the heat behind the
sail-cloth, Again and again cheery
voices from the deck came to his ears.
The Greyfrrars fellows were enjoying
their crmise that bright merning.
Burning sun and baking heat did not
seem to worry them,

It was getling towards noon when
Dok Cherry’s voice was heard by the
listening Dutchman below,

“Pass the rozy, Mauly, old ‘,bean L

“Can's empty, old thing,” came
Mavleverer's drawl. “I'lt take it
down and Al it*

“(Give it to me fathead! You'd
spill it all over those Beautiful bags
of yours.™ = °

Tho Dutchman heard DBob come
tramping down. He heard the sound
of the can filled at the cask. Then

songgped  joto

Anvone who drank of b

Bob's footsteps receded to 1he deck
BEalm.

“Here you are, old beans! Anybody
thirsty 1’

“Yes, rather!”

“"The thirstfulness 1s terrifici”

" After you with the mug "

“Hers vou arel”

“Wharton, ve'll take the tiller for
a spell,” came Mr. McTal's voice.

“Ay, ay, sirl” came: Wharion’s
TOI0E,

“Keep hor steady 1™

“ Bteady it is, sir!?

“Ain't wo all sailormen?” chuckled
Bobh Cherry. "“Heave  ahead, m
heartiesl’ Hoist the main detk abalt
the binnacle §*'

“Ifs, ha, ha!"

“Y¥e'ré a handy lad, and I can trusk
ve,” said Mr. McTab. “If ye run us
on tha reef, wve'll run us into
Kaminengo's cooking-pots, Keep that
in mind.”

o *'9-"?1. ax, sir I:r:l

It was a merry party an deck.

Below, the Dutchman sweated in the
heat, ‘and grinned like some savage
gorilla, end waited. Hea did.not think
that  he would have to wait much
longer now.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
The Dutchman’s Triumph |
HARRY WHARTON stood at the

tiller *“keeping her steady,”
ﬁg Mr, McTab had bidden
im.

Mr., McTab had zat down in a deck-
chair, with his eycs on'the line of foam
that marked the rcef of Baleo, well
away on the starboard side, But those
keen, penetrating eves closed, and did
nob cpen agaim. - '

A slight snore came from the deck-
chair, and Wharton, glancing at the
manager of Kalua, smiled s little.
Mr., McTab had gone ta sleep.

It was nearly poonm, and the sun
blazed down on the Pacific with the
heat of an oven. It was not surpris-
ing, for a middle-aged pentleman to
feel drowsy on a bwming, tropical
day. But Harry wasz a hitle surprised
that Mr. MeTab had nodded off, all
the same, as o was In command on
ihe Palm Leaf, and & dangerous recf
was hardly a mile awasy en the star-
woard guarter, It was not like Mr.
McTab's usual caution3 ecarefulness, -

However, he did not think of awsaken-
ing him. He was quite able to ""'Jé’
on® wnd My, McTab could be called,
if reqguived. _ U

Drowsiness scemed to be spreading
among the crew of the Palm Leaf,

Lord Mauleverer, in sanother deck-
chair, had gone to sleep.  That was
not unusual; but Frank Nugent had
sat down, and, leaning back ageinst
the ]iﬂl]ﬂ cabin skylight, had gone to
sleep, also. And Hurre¢ Jamset Rami
Singh, efter yawning and rubbing. his
cyes for some. time, sat down, and
nodded off into elumber. :

Harry Wharton, as it happened, had
not helped himself from the yefilled
can water. He was the only mem-
ber of the erew who had not. The can
and the mug stood on deck by the
mizzen, for any fellow to help himself
when he felt thirsty, which was often
ecnough on a burmnpg, trnﬁ)_mq!i day,
Whartonn was by this time thirsty him-
sclf, but ho could not reach the cam
without le.ttin'% go the tiller, so he
called to Bob Cherry.

Bob was leaning on the gunwale.
He turned his head as Harry called
to him, and rubbed his eyes,



Sa i o
no chan

Harry Wharion had

and he went

“PBlessed if I make this out!"” said
Bob. “You feeling sleepy, old chap?”

“MNo,” answercd Harry. “I don't
pencerally feel Eiﬂﬁpj' in the middle of
the day—do you?"™

“Well, it's jolly queer—I do,” said
Bob, “Must be the heat, I suppose.
But wo've had lots of days ss hot as
this.""

“Ehove a mug of water this way, old
fellow 1"

“Right-ho 1"

Bob Cherey stepped towards the can
to pick up the mug. i

Harry Wharton wateched him in
astonishment as he lurched in his walk.

“What on ecarth’s the matier with
you, Bob?" he exclaimed.

“Blessed if T know! I can’t keep
my eves open,’’ mumbled Bob., *All
right, I'll get the water’'

There was a-clumsy elinking as he
filled ihe mug. Ho almost tottered as
he brought it io Whartion, Harry
watching him in more and more aston-
tshmenk,

Ho had almost reached the captain
of the Remove, and was holding out
the tin mug of water, when his knees
seemed to sag, and he sat down help-
lessly on the deck. The mug clatfered
on the planks, spilling the water.

“Bob!" exclaimed Harry.

But this time Bob Cherry did not
arswer, Ele rolled at full length on
the deck, and closed his eyes, and
slent.

“Dob 1" gasped Harry.

He siared round at the other fel-
lows, Johnny Bull waz the only one
on his feet, and he was standing with
a hand resting on the mast, and &
dizay expression on his face,

. He blinked at Wharton, and rubbed
hiz eyves, and blinked aguin,

“What the thuw - :3 the matter with
us??  ho asked huskily. I  sar,

ce.of swinglng up the heavy tiller,

EVERY SSATURDAY

The Dutchman’s savage rush swept him over the tafiral,

eadlong into the sea, the tiller siill in his grasp |

there's: somiething amizs. I can't keep
awake" -

Wharton could only stare at him.
Johony rubbed his eyes again, and
sank ci:rwn in a sitting posture at the
foot. of the mast, ;

“Buck up, old man!” exclaimed
Harry, “For goodness’ sake, don't go
to sleep! We can't sail the yawl with
our eye: shut™

Johnny stared at him dazedly ; made
an efort to rise, and failed, Then his
eves closed, his chin sank on his chest,
gnd he slumbered. ;

“iWell, my hal!’ pgasped
Wharton.

He stared round the deck. Every
member of the croew but himself was.
fast asleep, and he was amazed and
alarmod. Something, it was clear, was
wrong, though he could not guess what
1t was.

Bir. McTab was within his reach,
and it was evidently time for the
Scotch gentleman to wake, and tako
thia strange stato of affairs in hand.

Wharton reached out with one hand,
and shook him.

There was & fainl grunt from the
manager of Kalaa, but his cyes did not
open, j ,

Wharton shosk again and again. .

Mr. McTab '™ he exclaimed., * Mr.
McTab! Wake up! Do you hear?
Wake up!” He shook so. vigorously
that the manager of Kalua rolled side-
wava in his chair. But he did not
wake ! e

Wharton looked at him in amazément
and alarm. Mrx. MeTab could not wake
—and five fellows were sitting or lying
about the vawl, deep in that sttange
slumber, Wharton waa the only one
awake,

That this could not be a natural sleep
ha did not need telling. But what the
meaning of it was, was utterly mysti-
fving to him.

Harry

Oniy he was awake on the yawl, and
he could not leave the tiller. It was
useless to make further attempis to
waken Mr. McTeb; but he shouted to
the other felloaws in turm,

“Bobl Inky! Frank! Johnny!
Mauly t*
None of them snswered, or even

gtirred. Wharton's anxious shouts ran
and echoed through the FPalm Leaf,
Ile little guessed, as yet, what cars they
reached—listening below !

What had happencd? How was it
that all had sank into slumber, except-
ing himself? It looked like the effect of
e drug—a powerful drug; yet how
could a drug have beon administered
on board the Palm Leaf? Was there
gomething wrong with the watér? Yet
how ? ' g

In wutter amazement and growing
alarm, Harry Wharton stdod at the
tiller, trying to think it out, and decide
what he should do.

en suddenly he gave a start at tho
sound of & movement belaw.

Ho wondered whether he wa: dream-

T

(=T

iII tha erew of the Palm Leaf waore
on deck; yet from below there came
a sound of stircing—of grunting breath.
ing, Then there was a4 hoavy tread in
the pcabin——and then in the companion.

Wharton stood at the tiller as if
transfixed. It was like zome evil dream.
What wunknown presence was there,
could there be, on the Palm Leal
which had sailed out of the lagoon o
Kalua tha day before, with enly Mr.
McTabh and the CGreyfriars crew on
board ‘

His cyes fixed on the opening of the
compantorn. The heavy tread and
grunting breath was coming up!

He waited and waiched in almost
dizzy amazement; buf when a dark,

{Cfantinued on pege 10.)
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brutal face emerged into the sunlight,
he knew. '
“Van Dinkt!" he breathed hoarsely,

He gazed at the Dutchman with

staring -eyes. 1t was Van Dink—on
hoard the Palm Leaf! Wharton's eyes
almost bulged from his face ab the sight
of him,
The bulky Dutchman tramped out on
deck. His piggy eyea shot ‘a swift
ﬁ]ance round &t the sleeping crew, and
e gave & chuckle, Then they fixed on
the staring junior at the tiller

“ Ach i he grunted.

“You!” breathed Harry Wharton.

He knew, in a fash, that it was the-

Datchman who had done this, though
he did not know how. His teeth came
hard togethor. There were rifles on
deck, stacked by the mizzen—but he
had no chance of reaching them. He
stood with set feeth and beating heart
as the Dutchman towered in front of
him., The rufhan stood almost ‘touch-
ing Mr. McTab; but the manager of
Kalua did not stir!

“Ach! You did not drink of the
#ater, neen " grinned the Dutchman,

“The water!"” mutiered Harry.

Van Dink chuckled.

“All but vou—ja, ja! VYou will not
give me much trouble, I think!" He
chuckled again. *“ 1 shall bind youw,
with the rest: you will wake, while
they sleep; that is all the difference;
and you will se¢ thia craft go on the
reef of Baloo! ¥Youor eyes will be open
to sec the cannibals when they come !

fIe gave an evi] laugh,

Wharton's face whitened.

He was unarmed; there were weapons
at hand, but he could not reach them.
In the brawny grip of the Dutchman,
he would be as helpless as an infant.
His heart throbbed,

“You villain!” he multered. " Oh,
you ‘lu':ljﬂ-[l.lll.l You have drugged themn
SO——n

“ Al but you I grinned the Dutchman,
“You did not drink of the water ! Ach!
You did not know that I was on Turtle
Beef . when you came. You did not
know I was on board when vou pulled
out again ! He chuckled and chuckled.
“This is the finish—the blacks of Baloo
will do the rest—they will not be long
in coming when the yawl is on the
reef 1"

He made a step towards the ecaptain
of the Greyfriars Remove to prasp him,

Harry Wharton wrenched the tiller
loose, and swung it in the air. It was
the only weapon available. The slow.
witted Dutchman. had not thought of
that; and he gave a vell of rage as the
Greyfriars junior struck him, and he
reeled under a crashing blow,

But the next moment he was rushing
on Wharton like an enraged bull, and
the junior had no chance of m-.-in%ing
%} the heavy tiller for another blow.

1e Dutchman’s savage rush swept him
over the taffrail, and he went headlong
into the sea, the tiller still in his grasp.

He splashed into the Pacific and weunt
under,

THE MaoNer Liprany.—No. 1.508.

- water,

THE MAGNET

He cam= up again, still clinging to the
tiller, and shot a dizzy glaice round.

The yawl, running on in the wind, was
already distant; but.He had, a glimpse
of & savage face grinning back at him
over the taffrail. )

A ery left Harry Wharton's lips—a
ery of despair. The yawl, urcontrolled,
was running on' the reéf of Baloo—and
Harry -Whartori was. left far astern,
to death in the deep Pacific.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
L b odness 1" murmured Mr.
¢Tab dizzily.

Water was dashing in his
face, - Tha drug was stil! heavy-upon his
face,. wa2 “pulling  him. rcund. He
blinked as tg a mist, at an evil,
mocking,. grinnin 2 ;
the Dutchman helped to clear kis brain
an offort to stir. -

‘But he could not stir. Kopes were
eruel tightnesa; he could hardly stir a
finger. He zat; dazed and dizey, staring

“Ach! © You wake!™ grinred the
Dutchman, putting down the can of

|
vou, mynheer.”

Yo villain |” muttered Mr. McTab.
vhe deck. Iive schoolboys, all of them
unconscious, lay about, bound hand and
came to their senses, . But they showed
no si?n vet of recovering, .One of the

“Look!" grinned the Dutchman,

He pointed with & hairy hand, and
The yvawl, drifting, was close in to t.hra
rocky reef of Baloo, where the Pacilic

Beyond the reef lay the lagoon; and
the island, black with bush. Only too
hid. It was only a matter of minutes
now before the Palm Leaf struck the

“You esee
“ Ach, you seaf? ou who locked me
me in irons to Suva—ach ! It -was a
had dav for you! 1 have brought you

The Wreck.of the Palm Leal,
‘His eyes opened.
brain; but the cold water dashing in his
i face. The sight - of
with the sudden shock: and he made
knotted on his limbs, knotted with
at the evil face.
. ave had trouble to wake
e moved his head, and looked about
foot: unable to stir a limb when they
schoolboy party was migsing..
Mr. McTab looked, and shuddered.
foamed 1in nerer-entilng‘ aurk,
well Angus McTab knew what the bush
olY I*  prinned Van Dink,
in your gacl on Kalua—you who sent
to vour senses to tell you before I go!”

“¥e willain!”  groaned Anguz
“MreTab.
The Dutchman waved a fat hand

towards the dark island.

“Thei"'ﬂ.:iﬂ sce the yawl go on the
reef | VWait here and watch till they
gol their canoes, and- comel You who

gent me on the Flamingo in irons—c

ach 1"

Mr. Mc¢Tab drew & deep, deep
breath,

“Man!” he said guictly. “I'll ask

ve nothing on my own account—but the
oyvs—spare the boys! They've donc

e no harm—spare the wee lord and his
riends !

A savage chuckle was the Dutchman's
ANSWET,

He turned away from the Scotsman
and pulled the towed dinghy alongside,
Onee more he pointed to the dark bush
of Baloo, grinning evilly, and then he
stepped into the dinghy, cast off the
tow-rope, and sat to the oars

Mr. McTab watched him as he went,

The Dutchman, pulling steadilv, was
heading. castward Pﬂ-t‘ Turtla Eect, He
grinned back at the white, set facre of
the manager of Kalua as he went,

But in a few minutes he was dim in
the distance.

Mr. McTab groaned.

 His brain was heavy with the drug.
There was deep and deadly despair in
his heart. But he wrenched and strug-
gled in & wild effort to freé himself.

. Tt was in wvain! 'The Dutchman had
bec too careful ¢o leave him a chance.
For long, long minutes he struggled,
and at last sank back, exhausted, with
spinting brain, .

- He looked agsain after the Dutchman,
Wicked and evil as the man was, @ mere
human brate, it seemed impossible that
he could intend to leave the yawl's crew
to such a-fate. -
_ But the dinghy was already s vanish-
ing speck on the sea, The Dutchman
wae losing no time 1n getting clear of
the dangerous neighbourhood of Baloo.
Even as McTab's despairing eyes
stared, the speck vanished in the blue,
and the dingliv was gone from his sight.
rungh | )

Mr. McTab shuddered. The _drifhﬁ
vawl had struck the coral, and sheer
off again. ]
b_':]Ehere was a sound of bubbling waler

CIONY.,

The TPalm Leaf was doomed. Mr.
McTab' could have wished that gho
would sink deep into the blus water, a
more merciful fate than awaited the
helpless crew on the black island, He
groancd aloud in sheer misery.

From bitter, evil malevolence, the
Dutchman had brought him round, sc
that he would be conscious to loock en
his fate. Every hour he had spent in
the island gaol on Kalua, every hour 1in
irone in the forecastle of the Flamingo,
was ‘stored up in the brutal mind for
vengeance—and this was the Dutchman’s
vengeance. But Angus McTab was not
thinking of himself—he was thinking of
the schoolboys entrusted to his care, and
whom he could not proteet or save—who
were docmed to share his dreadful fate.

Crash | Crunch!

A rolling wave flung the yawl broad-
side on the coral, Bhe heeled over and
crumpled on the coral recf. Both masty
went by the board with a single erash,
‘with a clattering and splashmfz of sails.
Bound figures rolled helplessly on the
slantin k. Mr. MeTab rolled with
the othera and brought up agsainst a
slanting punwale.

The i:’a?m Leaf had been pitched right
on the low reef. She lay there with the
water washing round her and splashing
over the slanting deck.

For several long minutes the mavager
of Kalua lay dazed. DBut he struggled
‘l:iP at lazt on his knces and stared round

11Tt .

The vawl lay aslant on the coral, the
bound fgures of the schoolboys bunched
by the starboard gunwale. The vessel
was & wreck: the cabin below was

already swishing with water.

Once more Mr. McTab wrenched and
strained at his bonds—cxhausting his
strength Jdp vain .

He lay at last exhausted, his head
resting against the stump of the mizzen,
his eyes on the reef and the lagoom
within the reef.

The vawl was a wreck—the boat was
gone—there was no hope of escape, and
sooner or later the wreek would break
up in the waves. But Mr. McTab was
thinking of what was hidden in the dark
bush of the island n quarter of a mile
away. JAs soon as the wreck was seen,
savages would be coming out to the reef
in canoes—and they would find a help-
less orew at their mercy |

He could sce nulhing‘;: as vot, of the
natives of Baloo. Possibly the yawl had
not been sighted yet. Buat it was only
a matter of time. Before the sun weont
down in the western sea the cances



would be coming. A leng, lomg honr
crawled by, and still there was no sign

from Balog. )
A mumbling sound came to hiz cars
and ko looked reund.

Bob Cherry, the Grst of the druggcd
érew to come to his sepses, struggled up
and sat against ihe gunwale, staring
with dizzy eyes,

" Ie zat {here a long timo before he
could :zpeak., DBub his voice came at
last.

“"What’s happened? How did 1 get
fied up like t}lajis? Am I asleep and
dreaming, or what i '

v ks nao dream, my laddie!™ said
ﬂ‘r MeTeb, “The Dutchman was
Is’igld-:n on the packet, and he has done
this! Ye'll want all your courage now,
laddic. Try if ye can ¢rawl this way
and use ye're tecth on this rope

. Bob sfared at him blankly. But
realisation came to him aa his brain
cleared. He glanced round at his com-
Pi}ﬂlﬂﬂ!.

“Where's Wharten 7" he muitered.

Alr. MceTab groaned..

“1 dinna ken " he answered,

“Oh " gasped Bob,

He remained very still for szome
moments, Then, with an cffort, he
struggled towards Mr. MceTzb. He
reached him at last and tried his tecth
un the knots of the ropes that bound the
manager of Kalua.

- But it was in vain. The Dutehman
wad knotied the ropes with cruel care.
Bob gave it up at last.

“There's nae hope l” breathed Mr.
McTab. “Ye'll nted all your courage,
laddie.”

Bob did neot speak. His eyes, like
Mr, MeTab's, were ou the distant dark
bush of Balen.

‘From that island of death and terror
there was still no sign.

In the long hours that crawled by, the
olher juniors cama to their senses to
leare what had happeved—and what
was to comel They took it guictly,
though theéir faces were pale and their
hearts heavy. The sea rolled and shim-
mered ‘round ihe Palm ‘Leal 1n the
burtung sunshine and splashed them gs
they lﬂj‘-'-:lnd in the intervals of strug-
gling  vainly with their bonds they
watched the bush on Baldo—the same
torrible dread in all bhearts,

But it was not till the sun was low in
the west that there came & aign from
the savage island. Some savage eye
had at last fallen on the wreek on the
reef.  Suddenly, in the red sunset, o
¢anoe shot out from the shore of Baleo
with four black men in it, paddling out
tn the reef.

T.ord Mauleverer breaihed hard.

“I'm sorry I've landed yon fellows in
this ! he muttered,

“"Rot, old man!” muttcred, Boh.
“The rotfulness is terrifio!”
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.,

Then, in silence, the doomed erew of
the Palm Leaf watched the cance as it
paddled swiftly nearer across the lagoon
10 the reof.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
To the Rescoe !

- SABEL DICK stood in the blind-
ing sunlight on Turtle Reef,
watching a boat that pulled in
from wostern soa.

As his syes fixed on the bread, brawny
shoulders of the man who rowed, he
knew that it was Van Dink, though he
could not see the bearded, brutsl face,
end his hand went to the revolver in his
pocket. But he withdrew if again and
waited, with a black scowl on his brow,
& glitter in his oyes, ]

t waz noi-till long after dawn that
the beacheomber had come to himself in

murs
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ihe coral cave with a bitter ache in his
brui head, to find the Dutchman
gone. He had tottered out of the cave,
to find that the Palm Leaf and her crew
were gone, also, and himszelf alone on
the isfet.

That it was the Dutchman who had
strock him senselesz in his sleep he could
not doubt, and ke conld hardly deoubt
why., The Dutchman had carried out the
deadly seheme, in which he had refused
to have & hand, and he had bheen left
stunned in the ¢ave to keep him from
intervening. The flask containing the
drug was gone; he knew that Van Dink
must have taken it. But whether the
freebooter had succeceded or failed in
hiz design he could not tell—and the
long, burning hours were a torment to
hirn.

Ha 'had no choice but to await the
Duichman’s return, for the cance was

one and with it his ﬂnl:lix means of
eaving the islet. Throu long, hot
hours he lay under the palms, waitinﬁ‘
attd watching, with aching head an
bitterness growing in hiz heart. _

If the Dutchiman had sucoeeded he was
a rich man, and had only to return teo
England to claim a rich inheritance. Bug
to ‘that aspect of the matter he gave
hardly a thought. He thought of the
schoolboy ear] and his fate. .

Even in his worst days, when his feel-
ings towards Lord Mauleverer were
most tavagely bitter, he would not have
stood for this; again and again he had
checked the ferocity of his associate.
And since Manleverer had released him
on Kalua and given him his freedom,
hiz feelings were no longer bitter—they
wore rather of remorse and repentance.
At the worst, he would have marooned
the schoolboy earl on the lonely island
and left him dead to the werld, And
that intention he had abandened. What
had the Dutchman donel

The dinghy pulled in nearer. He knew
that it must be the yawl's dinghy—that
must mean that Van Dink hdd carried
out his scheme with success. He was
rowing in. from tha west—from the
direction of Baloo. And as he looked
reund and zaw the beachcomber and
grinned at him, Yeabel Dick read it sl
i his face and knew what he had done.

He stood on the sand, as if rooted,
while the Dutchman ran in, stepped
ashore, and beached the boat. The [ree-
booter eame tramping up the sand to
him, still grinning that evil, triumphant

Tifl.

i What have vou done?” hreathed
Ysabel Inck, t;ﬁugh he knew the
answer before he asked.

The Dutchmean chuckled.

“I have made you rich, my lord I he
grinned, ‘I have done what you were
afraid to do—it was worth a knock on
the head, 1 think! I have made you
s rich man, my lord beacheomber, and
if your conscience still troubles you,
you may say truly that it was not your
doing | It was mine, and my conscience
—ach] It i3 tough and can stand as
much—and more 1™

“¥on got on the Palm ILeaf—you
used the drug——" muttered the man
from Vsabel. ) _

"“In the drinking-water !" grinned the
Dutchman, ™ All but one were senseless
and that one, the boy Wharten, I
struck into the sea. Only the sharks of
the Pacific will konow.™

The beachcomber shuddered.

“And the sawl—" he muttered
hoarsely.

" A wreck on the reef of Baloo,” said
Van Dink, “and all the crew botnd
hand and foot, at the mercy of fthe
cannibals. They will tell no tales when
Kaminengo's tribesmen have found
them. And you, my lord beacheomber,
will walk into the boy's place—and share
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with' the man who made you rich ir. your

own despite,”,

h‘T_ha acheomber stood lecking at
1T,

Against his will, without even his
knowledge, the ruffian had done this,
and he returned, grinting with glee over
his deed. It was in the mind of the
outeast of Kalua to draw. his revolver
and shoot him dead where he stood on
the sand.

His remaorse, his -repentance, were a
mere mockery to the Dutchwman—Van
Dink had brushed them aside as a
childish weakness, and carried on in
gpite of himt—and made him, as he said,
a rich man, whose riches the murderons
ruffian was to share! Greed waos the
Dutchman's ruling passion, and he did
not doubt that it was Ysabel Dick’s,
alze, and that he would be plad, at the
finish, of what had been done.

“They live vet?” asked the heoach-
comber at length., “Where did you
leava them #*

Y Drifting on the reef, on the southern
side of Baloo!” pgrinned Van Dink.
“They live—till the blacks see them
thera ! Already, perhaps, they are in the
hands of the cannibals—but & few hours
more ot less—who knows? But they
will never sce the sun touch the sea—yon
may bank on that, my lord beach-
comber.”

He langhed aloud.

“1It is done I* he went on. " Let your
tender eonseience rest—it was done by
my hand, not yours, at the cost of a
bruise on your head! We take the
dinghy—we cannot land at Kalua, but
we can reach Suo, and hire & canoe
crew to take us further, By
morning—:"

“Dog, be smilent!” sald Yezabel Dick.

He left the Dutehman and walked
down the sand to the dinghy.
h_va.n Dink stared gt him, and followed
1.

Ysabel Dick pushed the dinghy into
the water and picked up the ocars,

The Dutchman, 'glaning, weaded
knee-deep, and grasped the guniwale,

“What would you dof” lLe roarcd.
“Are you mad?

“I am going to Baloo! said Vsabel
Dick., “If there is a chance of helping
them vyet, and saving them, I will spve
them! If they are lost, T will never
claim what the boy's death gives me—
and there will be no share for you, Van

in

Dipk—what you have dome, you have
done for nothing ! Leave tﬁg the boat ["
“Faol! Fool ™ panted Duatchman.

4T tell you, you are too late—already
the savages—"

“I* shall seg—-—"*

“You shall not go!” reared WVan
Dink. “Ach!  You are not in your
senses now, but you will come to thom i
When you have had time to think—to
get it into ﬂruur head that you are rich,

oz who hsve combed the beach of

alng—"'

“Leave go the boat!”

“ Agh | ?gmml Neen! T tell you—"

The beachcomber, standing in the
dinghy, drove the end-of an oar ‘against
the bull-neck of the Dutchman, hurling
him back from the hosat.

Van Dink, spluttering, wallowed over
in shallow watér, and the oar jammed
on & rock, sending the dinghy spirning
out from the shore, "

The brawny ruffian was on lus feel
in & moment, panting with rage.

He piuﬂged' headlong into the sea, and
reached the dinghy a8 it slid aweay,
hanging on to the stern.

But his feet were dragged off the
bottom, and he hung a dead weight on
the boat, dragging down the stern,
glaring over it at the beachcomber.
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“i Leave gpo the boat ' shouted ¥sabel
Dick, his eves blazing at the savage
face over the stern,
¢ "Mad fool! Come back !™ hissed the
Dutchman., “I will make you—I will
drag you back; I will beat you to =
jelly and tie you hand and foot till you
come to yvour sensos——"

The boat rocked and almost capsized,
a5 the heavy Dutchman clambered over
the stern.

Ysabel Dick flung up an oar, grasping
it in both hands.

“Get back !™ he hissed.

The Dutchman clambered on.
was little' chance, as the beachcomber
dreaded, that he would be in time to
give help to the castaways on the reef
of Baloo, but such chance as there was,
the Dutchman intended to destroy.
Once his powerful grasp was on the
beachcomber,’ ¥eabel Dick would mever
carry out his desperate intention of
making Baloo.

“Will you get back?” snarled Ysabel
Dick between his teeth. And, as the
Dutchman clambered on, he struck with,
the oar, crashing it down on the rufhan's
head.

There was & well from Van Dink as
he released his grasp and fell back into
the sca. .

The dinghy rocked wildly, the beach-
comber stumbling over. DBut he got the
oars in hand and began te pull

Behind the boat, the savage face of
the Dutchman glared from the water as
he swam in pursuit, with strong and
swift strokes. He came so swiftly that
before the beachcomber could get the
boat fairly under way, he was alongside
and grasping at the gunwale,

The szavage, bearded face was dis-
torted with rage and veogeance. But
suddenly, even as the Dutchman grasped
at the gunwale, & strange and ternble
ghange came over that furious face.

Eumethmf half-zeen  glided - in  the
water, and the beachcomber had a

limpse of white—and the next second,
the Dutohman was sinking back into
the sea.

There was a rush of red on the clear
water—but no ery came from the Dutch-
man a3 he disappearcd—and the
beacheomber, in the boat, sab staring
with eves almost glazed with horror,
at the flowing water beneath which Van
Dink had sunk for ever—the prey of the
tiger-shark.

or & long minute the beachcomber
gat motionless, Then, gripping the oars,
he rowed. Turtle Reef sank te a blur,
and nearer and clearer, 7rose the
cannibal island of Baloo—ever necarer
as hs looked round. He rowed, and
rewed, streaming with perspiration,
aching with heat, a3 if unconscious of
fatigue, or impervious to ik, ever nearer
and nearer, till the dinghy was slippin
along the southern t’_(:[*% of Baloo, an
his eyes were on & diasmasted :ra.wf that
day heeled over on the reef, under the
red glare of the setting sun.

And, as he pulled in to the reef, he
saw beyond i, a cance that shot out
from the dark shadows of Baloo,
paddling across the lagoon to the
wreck, If he was in time, he was barely
in time, and with the sweat running
down him in streams, he pulled like a
madman for the reef,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Saved !

NGEUS McTAB  wrenched and
wrenched at the cords on his
strong limbs.

The cance shot to the reel,
tie four blacks in it grinning as they
approached the wrecked vawl
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They were frst in the field, the
plunder was theirs, though doubtless
the news :wﬁu]d zoon spread over Balco
that a white man’s ¢raft was on the reef,
bringing a horde of savages to the spot.

Struggling vainly in the cords that

bound them, the OCreviriars juniors
watched them come, and knew that it
was the end,
. Even had they been freo to use their
limbs, they would have béen defence-
less, for they were unarmed—they had
seent already that the Dutchman had
flung the firearms into the sea, before
eaving them to their fate, Helpless,
they watched fthe approach of the
canntbals of Baloo, and saw the cance
stop at the reef, and the blacks seize
their spears and leap out of it

Splashing in the water that washed
aver the half-submerged reef, the four
blacks came at a run for the Palm Leaf.
They reached it, and stared and
jabbered in surprise at the sight of the
white crew bound hand and foot lying at
their mercy.

They did not look seaward, and the
juntors had not cast a glance towards
the open Pacific, never dreaming of
help or rescus. No eye on the vaw] saw
a dinghy that came shooting like an
arrow from the sea.

The blacks clambered on the slantin
deck of the Palm Leaf, They grinnﬂﬁ
and jabbered, staring at the bound
crew, It was as well, perhaps, that the
schoolboys could not stir, for at a sign
of resistanee, the spears woold have
thrust. Though, if their lives were for
the moment spared, they knew only too
well the reason—that they were to be
taken prisoners to the lair of the
savages in cthe bush on Baloo, their
ultimate fate the cooking-pots of the
cannibals. Hope was dead in their
hearts. The Dutchman had left them
to doorm, and their doom was upon
them.

Two of the blacks grasped Mr. McTab
and lifted him in their brawny arms
to swing him off the yawl, and carry
him to the canoe, The others were to
follow.

Angus McTab, bound as he was, strove
to struggle, but he swung hke a sack
of copra in the sinewy hands of the
Baloo blacks.

Crack ! Crack!

Two shar]f pistol shots, fired so rapidly
that they blended into one, rang on the
reef of Baloo.

The two blacks who grasped Mr,
McTab let him go suddenly, and he
rolled over on the slanting deck. The
blacks staggered zight and left, and
collapsed.

The other two, grasping their spears,

stared wcound, and the Greviviars
fellows in omazement, twisted their
hoads to look. \‘5"!1 at they saw

astounded them.

From the open sea, a dinghy was
shooting ta the reef—and & man was
standing in it as it came, a smoking
revolver in his hand, And the man was
Ysabel Dick, the outcast beachcomber

of Kalua.

“Oh, gad!” gasped Lord Maule-
verer.  The juniors stared with
starting eyes at the man in the dinghy,
They had had no hope—but if they had
dreamed of help, they would never have
dreamed of help from Mauleverer's
enemy, the beacheamber of Kalua, But

it was Ysabel Dick, and he was speeding

to their aid.
“My gudeness!”  murmured Mr
saw the beachcomber,

MeTab, as he
The dinghy was only a few fathoms
off the reef, when VYsabel Dick had
oars and drawn his

dropped the
rovolver, It came on with ity own

mortenturn, a3 fhe beacheomber stood
in ik, fring.

Thera was a ficree and furions wvell
from the blacks on the yawl, One of
the {fallen savages lay still—never to
stir - again. DBut the other struggled’
velling to his fect

Crack ! camo again, as the beach-
comber Gred from the boat, but even as
he fired, the dinghy struck the coral
and pitched over, and he fell in it.

The threc blacks, yvelling, rushed at
him across the coral, knee.decp in
water, with brandished spears.

Ysabel Dick struggled u
pitching boat. 1t rm:i-:d wil
stumbled and staggered. ‘

From the yawl the Greviriars juniora
watched, their hearts in their mouths.
Amazing as it was to sce Ysabel Dick
there, they knew that he had come to
their atd, and that he, and he alone,
stood between them and a dreadful fate.
And i1t seemed searcely possible that he
could escape the thrusting spears of tho
blacks, swooping down on him like
beasts of prey.

Before he gained a secure footing they
had reached the dinghy. It was floating
off the coral, rocking and pitching, but
black hands grasped the gunwale, and
the spears thrust at the man in it. In
horror, the juniors watched, to see the
beacheomber go down under the lunging
spears. Buat he did not go down. With
8 desperate leap, he landed, splashing,
on the reef, leaving the dinghy rocking
in the grasp of the blacks.

Another, and another leap, and he
reached the yawl and clawmbered on the
wreek, i

But the threo blacks, leaving the
dinghy to rock away on the water, wete
after him like hounds after a =tag.

It was sheer a%un} to the prisoncra
of the yawl to lie there, bound and
helpless, unable to raise a hand or a

m  tha
v, and he

finger i aid of their defender. DBub
they could do nothing but leock on.
sabel Dick steaﬁﬁed himself, and

aimed with & revolver as the three yell-
ing savages came at him.

Crack, erack, erack ! .

Tweo of the blacks went over, shrick-
ing, splashing into the shallow water
on the reef; one was still untouched.
But the beachcomber's revelver was
empty mow.

Had the last of the blacks coma on
he must have gone down; his clubbed
revolver would have been of little avail
againzt the lunging spear. But the
bﬁ;c'l: man halted a3z his companions
went erashing down, and, changing his
direction, ran past the wreck ta the
canoe on the inner zide of the reef.

He leaped into it ond fled across the
lagoon towards the izland, paddling
frantically to get out of range of the
white man's gun—which he did not
understand was for the moment useless.

¥sabel Dick panted. He dragged
loose ecartridges from hid pocket Lo
reload the revolver. In a few mouents
nhe waz ready if the savage had furned
back. But the black man was paddling
for his Iife, and the canoe shot away to
Baloo and venished,

“ My gudencss!” breathed Mr. McTab,
staring ab the beachcomber with amazed
end- almost unbelieving eyes.

Ysabel Dick gave him a lock—a
bitter, sneering glancs. Then he stared
scross at the dinghy. It had floated off
and was already far out, whirling en
the currents that ran by the reci—far
out of reach.

He shrugged hiz shoulders. The
dinghy - was twenty fathoms out; but
haclgit. been only one fathoin he could
not have reached it, for the sharks were
already on the spot, dragging away the
two blacks who had fallen in the shallow
water on the coral. The boat drifted
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Harry Wharlon sirove to shou

Hghts of the vessel gleamed—and then they faded away.

on, spinning ¢n the current, farther and
tarther from his eyes.

“ Man,” said Mr. M¢Tab, " ve've come
(0 our help!
g Lhis;
]WS'E‘-”

“I've come to your help, and I'm a
foc] for my pains sneered the outeast
of Kalua, “I cannct save you, but I am
nere to share your fate! We'll go to
the eooking-pots together, Sandy !

“I'm asking ye lo let me loose,” said
Mr. McTab.

“¥ou, who had me beaten like a dog
on Kalua 1 said Ysabel Dick. :

“If ye're a _dog ye mmust expect to
be trcated like one!™ answered Me.
McTab composedly. | But ye canna be
tuch a =coundrel as ye'vé made yourself
ppear, as ye've come hera to cur help.”
. The beachcomber thrust the revolver
into his pocket, and opened a clasp-
knife. Unbeeding the - manager
Kalua, he sicpped to Lord Mauleverer
and cut him logse.

“ Your Jordship first 1 he said mock-
ing[,}u “Ome good turn deserves another,
iy lord, though ii's little I can do for
:EC*I.I-.H

-*Thanke, old bean!? .said Lord
Mauleverer., “Aw{'ly good of you to
drop in like this!™

The beachcomber staved at him, and
langhed. Leaving Mauleverer rubbing
his numbed limbs, he went from one to
another of the prisoners, cutting them
loose. He came at last to Mr, McTab.

The manager of Ealua rose to his
feet on the slanting deck, and rubbed
hiz chafed wrists.

Ysabel Bick sat on the gunwale, a
sneering grin on his slubbly face,

His cyes fixed on the dark bush of
Baloo, growing darker end thinner as
the sun sank lower in the sea.

The juniors eyed him curiously. His
actions wera beyond their wnderstand-
ing; but he had come to their aid, and

bui sibee ye're here, let us

I'mi far from understand-
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strength was
murmur of misery and despalr !

it was something to have the use of
their limbs, though escape from Baloo
seemed as far off as ever. And they
could not help realising that, whatever
their fate, the autcast of Kalua must

share it. The boat in which Le had -

come had- drifted out te sea, and was
gone; thero was no more escape for
Ysabel Dick than for the rest. The man
whe had been their unrclenting enemy
had thrown in his lot with them; he
like the rest, was under the shadow unt.'
B terrible fate.

Ysabel Dick glanced rcund at them
and gave Mr. McTab a sneering look.

“It will be dark in half an hour,”
he eaid. “IH they do nobt come before
the sun is gome, we have o night of
life., You know the wave of Beloo better
than I do, Sandy.”

“Ay,” apswered Mr. McTab. “They
will not attack in the dark; it is tabeo
on this island. Laddie, while there is
lifa there is hope.”

“If Wharton were only with us—"
muttered Frank. His heart was heavy
for his missing chum. He turned to the
beschcomber. “You have seen the
Dutehman since he left ua?”

“He came back to Turtle Reef to tell
me what he had done " sneered Yaabel
Dick. “He has had his punishment;
he went to the sharks in tryibg to stop
me fromn coming here |

“Did he tell you what happened to
Wharton while we all lay senseless
here 7 muttered Frank,

“Only that he struck him overboard.”

Frank drew a deep, quivering breath.
His chum was a splendid swimmer, and
the sea was calm. He tried to believo
that there was yet a chance that he aur-
vived, Vet if he did, he knew how littla
chance there wae of seeing him agam.
For, in the red glare of the sunset, &
cancoe shot out from Baloo, packed with
ahdazer} or more blacks, and paddled for
the reef, —

and only a husky falot cry came. Brighter aud brighter
The hapless castaway sank down on the floating tiller, with a

the

Yaabel Dick, with & mocking grin on
his face, rose from the gunwale and
drow his revolver,

“They are not giving us & chance 1”
he said, “Get hold of anything you
can and fight for your livesl This is
going to be the finish! Lord Maule-
verer, 1f it's apy saltisfaction to you,

‘your Counsin Brian will naver step into

our shoes at home: he will share your
&m'lii .

: ﬁﬁa.ulﬂvnrer gave him a quick, startled
Ok,

But there was no time for words. The
enemy were  coming, and the fate of
the crew of the Palm Leaf hung on the
next few minutes |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
For Life or Death !

i TAND up to them!” muitered
Baoh Cherry,

) He had . sorted out an axe.

The other fellows grasped what-

ever they could find te use az weapons.

Thers were no firearms on the Palm
Leai; the Dutchman had taken care of
that. Ysabel Dick's revolver was the
only firearmi—a single weapon in a
single hand, But the brachcomber had
proved himself & good shot, and he was
cﬁmi g3 ice, and. not likely to waste a
ahot,

There was a mocking grin on his face
as he watched the coming enemy; he
knew thet it was the finish, and he did
not cara. The man who had sailed in
lawleas ships, who had combed the beach
on Kalua, who had been, to all appear-
ance, & worthless and disreputable
loafer snd =lacker, was facing death
without a quiver.

With a sicady eve he watched the
approachin CATIOR, Between  the
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wreeked yawl and the inner lagoon
were a dozen fathoms of recl, half-sub-
merged ; the canoe could come no nearer
than that. The savages had to scramble
over the reef to reach the wreck, and,
little chance as there seemed of beating
them off, the Gresfriars erew stood up
manfully to face them.

In half an hour they would have been
safe till wormng; for on Haleo, as on
many islands in the Pacifie, the natives
did not fight after dark. But that
reipite was not granted them.

‘hat's Kammengo!” muttered Bob,
pointing to & tall, brawny chief who
stood up in the canoe, watching them, as
it came. .

The juniors had seen the chief of
Baloo once before, and knew him again,
And, from the flash of ferocity in his
black cyes, they could guess that he
knew them also.

Yaabe! Dick stood, with the revolver
ak fhis side, as the cance reached the
reef.

He lifted it suddeniy and fired at the
tall chief who stood over the paddlers.

Thera was a wild, fierce yell from
Kaminengs as he went over backwards
among bare black leps. :

It was echoed by ficree yelle from the
ranoc crew as they scrambled on the
reef, splashing in the shallow water.
But Kaminenge did not follow them.
He lay in the canoc where he had
fallen, with the beachcomber’s bullet in
his body, never fo rise agaii.

Two or three of the blacks remained
with the fallen chief, bending over him.
The rest, with savage vells, rushed and
scrambled across the coral towards the
Falm Leaf, brandishing spear and axe,
There were eight of them, brawny black
cannibals, comin on like tigers.
Ysabel Dick loosed off shot aniter shot,
as they came, firing as coolly and
steadily as if at a target. The othcra
could only waik till the enemy came to
close guarters,

But not' all of them came to close
guarters, Black man after man went
down under that steady shooting, with
hardly a second between the shots—
and five brawny figures splashed back-
wards on the reef, befora the beach-
comber's revolver was empty, He had
no titae to cram in another tartrid;i-g—
three yelling savages were scrambling
on the wreck with stabbing spears, met
by axe and belaying-pin and cudgel.

One velling savage went back, under
the crash of the axe in Dob Cherry's
hand—another, barely missing his thrust
at Angus McTab, was grazped by the
manager of Kalug, and they rolled over
together struggling. On the other, the
beachcomber ﬁenped like & tiger grasp-
ing him, and crashing the clubbed re-
volver in the ssvage black face, Ilalf-
stunned, the savage was pitched off the
wreek into the water.

Mr. McTab was down on his back, a
snarling savage over him, a spear
drawn kack to drive through him, when
Lord Mauleverer grasped the black
arm and dragged the spear away. The
black instantly turned on Mauleverer,
dragging hiz brawny arm free, and
thrusting at the schoolboy earl

Mauleverer sprang hack, barely dodg-
ing the thrust, slipped on the slanting
deck, and went over. The spear flashed
over hun as he rolled, and in another
moment would have struck:
that moment that Ysabel Dick, freed of
his own enemy, turned—and leaped to
Mauleverer's aid. In a split second, he
was between them, striking with the
clubbed revolver, and. as he struck, the
broad blade of the spear sank deep into
his shoulder.

The black man resled over under his
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blow, but the beacheomber, drenched in
blood, fell across Mauleverer,

Hardly a moment more, and Johnny
Bull was on the spot, and a belaying-
pin crashed on the fuzzy head, streteh-
ing the black man on the deck., Frank
MNugent ecrambled to Mauleverer, to
help him up.

Mr. McTab scramibled to his feet,
amazed to find himself still alive. The
three blacks who had reached the yawl
were down--those in the canoe were
still attending to the expiring chief of
Baloo—the Palm Leaf's crew were for
the moment unassalled. The manager
of Kalua grasped the revolver from
Ysabel Dick's nerveless hand.

The heachcomber “could not speak.
But he indicated with his hand the
pockei where the cartridges were, and
Angus DMecTab grabbed them, and
rapidly  reload tha revolver. A
imnoment more, and he was firing on the
CANOE,

The canoe pushed off the reef, two of
the blacks in it paddling, one still bend-
ing over Kaminengo.

The attack was over. One black
savage lay on the elanting deck,
stunned-—the others were drifting in the
shallow water over the reef—the canoe
was fleeing with the wounded chief—by
a mirvacle, as it zeemed, the Greyiriars
castaways wera eaved. But the man
who had saved them lay with a face like
c¢halk, bathed in blood—though the
mocking, sardonic grin still lingered on
hig face, ]

Lord Mauleverer, his face almost as
white as Yaabel Dick’s, bent over the
fallen beachcomber. He was stained
with the blood of the man who had
saved him,

“They—they're ffﬂne " breathed Bob
Cherry. He could hardly realize that
the yvawl's crew had come through that
terrible peril, and yet lived.

It was the fall of the chief that had
saved them—but for that, the rush
muset have heen overwhelming, But the
canoe was gone, and darkness was shut-
ting down over the island of Baloo; the
castaways had, after all, a respite fill
the new day dawned. But the man who
had saved their lives lay drenched in
blood, and einking into insensibility.

“ Ay, they're gone " zaid Mr. McTah,
“But I'm fearing that that puir body
will be paying dear for the help he has
given us.”' ] )

He dropped on his knces beside the
wounded Eachﬂnmber. The juniors

athered round, anxicus to elf. The
ﬁtack man who lay on the deck lifted a
dizzy, fuzzy head, rolled over the gun-
wale, and seramnbled away, to swim Lhe
lagoon—hardly noticed as he went. The
beachcomber was still conscious, and his
lips twisted into o grin, as the anxious
foce of the Scotsman bent over him.

“You're through wilth me, Bandy !
he muttered. **Keep your gaol on
Kalua for others—you'll never:=end me
i irons down o Suva now [V

“I'm nae thinking of that,™ =said DMy,
McTab. “If wye pull through this,
Ysabel Dick, and if we live to get off
Baloo, ye've made a friend for life.
Ye're hard hit, puir body; but I'l] pull
veo through if 1 can.”

“SBave him!" breathed Lord Maule-
verer. “¥ou must save him—yon
must! It cannot be the end—it can-
not, and shall not !

“Useless, boy!” muttered the beach.
comber. It 13 the end—and a ftting
end. 1f you get out of this alive, re-
member that I played the game ai the
finish—remember that, Herbert, end
forget the rest, if you can! Remem-
ber——"  His voice died away in a
hoarse mutter, and his eyes closed,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Adrilt !
HﬁRRE’ WHARTON lified his

head, and his weary, aching
eyes looked round over the sea.
MNight lay on the Pacific, and
bright stars were reflected in the roll-
ing water round him. He sank back
again, [eaning wearily on the floating
tiller, his face ‘white and drawn in the
glimmer of the stars. o )
He was stil afloat—still living; after
long, long hours. But if he had hoped
—at first hope had almest dicd—yet he
clung to life, Since he had looked lass
on the vawl, running on the rcefl of
Baloo, he had seen nothing but sky and
sea, Bnd at intervals & scabird winging
high in the blue. Baloo had faded from
hizs sight as the currents of the sea
drifted him. He was lost on the eca,
drifting to hia death; yet while lifa
lasted, hope lingered.

But for the tiller of the Palm Leaf,
which was stul in his hands when he
went over from the yvawl, he would have
sunk, long ago, into the depths of the
Pacific, as the Dutchman did not doubt
that he had donc. But the tiller
floated, and gave him support, by rest-
ing a hand on it, or leaning a weary
shoulder,

Incessantly, the thought of sharks
came into hizs mind; but hs drove 1%
away. If the sharks came, it wasz the
finish. But hcur after hour of burning
sunshine passed, and still he fleated, and
from minute to minute’ scanned the sea,
in hopeless hope of a satl, or & vision
of nodding palms.

Night came at Jast, with shadow and
coolness, and the deadly heat of the sun
was gone. Under the stars he drifted
on, clinging (o the tiller; but in the
shadow of night he could hardly hope to
see o guil, even if one passed in those
lonely waiors.

Even in those terrible hours, in ihe
shadow of the wings of the Angel of
Death, his thoughts turned to his
friends. He could have little more hopa
for them than for himself—abandoned,
helpless, on the cannithal i1sland; for he
cu-u?d not doubt that the Dutchroan
would carry out his dastardly plan, and
the yawl's crew were at his merey., er-
haps, already, tie end had come for his
comrades—as 1t was cowming for him-
seif.

Yet, if by miraculous good fortunc he
could have sighted a sail, it meant not
only life for him, but help for his
friends, if it was not yot too Inte.
Agein and rgain he scapned the weary,
rolling sea—the endless glistening re-
flections of the stars, stretching to in-
finity rouna hitn.

Thirst was acking in hia dry throat,
hiz lips ealiy from tho eca-water. Weari-
nezs was liko lead in all his limba.
Blany timoe he nodded off into a kind of
sleep, but all the time his grasp re-
maied on the floating tiller, holding
to it by instinct. He never completely
lost cotiseiousness; but again and again
he found nimself starting out of & doze,
the salt sea splashing his face,

The burning day had seemed cndless,
and the night secemed to have no end.
Ile longed for dawn and the chance of
seeing a =ail, or sccing land; even with
the torment of the burning sun to
follow, Once, when something brushed
by him in the water, a shudder of de-
apair ran through him; butb it was only
gome harmiecss fish that had glided by;
no shark had vet scented him out.

From a half-conscious doze, he awak-
ened again, to lnd the water washing
over his fure Ha gasped for breath,
and threw his anin over the tiller, hold-
ing on. And then a light flashed in his
eves, that was not the glitter of the



stars, ‘and he released one hand, to rub
themm, and stare.

A light on the sea—and as he knew
that it was a ship's light, new life
seemed to bound in all his veins.

He raised his head as high as he
could to look across the dim, dark water.

Home vessel was passing at n distance
—it was the light at a masthead that he
EAW.

How far away it was he could not
judge; but it seeined tervibly far, In
daylight he might have been seen; but
in the glimmer of the stars, he knew that
he must be invisible [rom the wvessel.

He shouted. His voice came cracked
atid hoarse from his dry throat; hard]
more than a husky gasp. But he wr‘
lected all his strength, and shouted
again and again, more loudly.

Life and hope were passing him there,
on that vessel; passing in his sight, and
if he could not make himself heard, he
was Jost—lost utlerly, and might as well
let go his suppert and sink into the dim
depths.

ut the light slid on, through the
gloom, like a swill-of-the-wisp on the
&en. waa it leaving him behind ?
_ Frantically, madly, he shouted; wild,
inarticulate cries for help. It seemed to
him that they must hear—surely they
would hear. He dared not think that
they would not hear. With all his re-
maining strength, he sent his voice
through the dark spaces.

Laghts, red and - green, flashed in the
dark. His heart leaped in his breast.
They had heard—they muost have heard
—for the ship had changed its coursze.

He could see nothing of the vessel, not
even a shadow in the stars, but he koew
that the Imadhﬁhfa had swept round
towards him, and that could surely only
mean that ls cries had been heard.

He shouted, and shouted. He waved
e hand, forgetting that he could not he
gcen, His voice died in a husky groan
in his throat; the last ounce of lus
sfrengih was exhausted.

DBut they had heard—they must have
heard! The lights were ncaring—they
secmed to blaze, like great red and

reen cyes in the dusky tropice]l night.

ut the red and green eves Wele pass-
ing, at & distance from him—as if seek-
ing him on the sea, and seeking him in
Yalmn.

Ha strove to shout again—but his
strength was gone, and only a husky,
faint cry came. Brighter and brighter
the lighta gleamed—and then they
vanished into the dark.

He sank down on the HBoating tiller,
with 8 murmur of misery and despair.

They hed been seeking him—he was
sure of that: whatever vessel it was, it
had turned from its course, to seek him
on the dark sea. They knew that there
was gome hapless castaway afloat some-
where in the darkness, and they wera
secking—but they could not Gnd hum,
and they had pessed on, and left him
to diel -

His eyes sirained inte the gloom,

Suddenly there came & flash of the red
and green ag}mu—the}r were not gone;
they were still secking, But the lights
geemed far awary.
'He gathered all his strengih, pulling
it all mto one last terrible effort, and
gent a cry pealing through the night.
Then, hardly conscious, ke sank down
on the bobbing tiller, uiterly exhausted,
unable to make a further effort.

But he looked again. The lights had
disappeared. But he saw them once
more, and this time he had a glimpse of
a tall sail—the ship was nearer. Hae
strove to ery out, but he could oniy
utter a feeble moan. In anguish, he
watched the lights glide on and fade.

. His head sank on bis arm, resting on
the tiller in the waves,

EVERY SATURDAY

They had lost him—ihey had done all
they could, but they had lost him, and
left him to his death,

One glimmer of hope lingered—they
could not find him, but if they stood by
tll dawn, they would see him and save
him. But it was not likely—he knew
how unlikely 1t was. But that, he knew,
was all that stood between him and
death in the deep waters—if dawn would
cnlv rome [

—_————

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Night on Baloo !

i RIAN ¥
“You did not konow

“I never dreamed——"

The night was dark on Baloo.
The island lay a black mass, under the
ghimmering stars. On ihe wrecked
vawl, on the reel, no eyve closed.

Mr. McTab, sleepless, =at on the gul-
wale, the beachcomber’s revolver in lus
hand, resting on his knee. He did not
look for an attack on Baloo in the hours
of darkness, but he was watchful and
cn his guard,

The beachcomber lay on a bed of
blankets, as eomfortable as the juniors
could make him. Mr. McTab had at-
tended to his wound, bandaging it, with
kindly care; "and bad as it was, the
manager of Kalua had said that Ysabel
Dick would vecover, if ]]-Ellgu came in
fime fo save them all ut of help
there was little hope.

Bob Cherry and Frank Nogent,
Hurres Singh and Johnny Bull, sat
silent, or exchanging an oceasional mut-
tered word.

With daylight, as ther knew only too
well, would come the attack of the
savages of Baloo; and when it came, it

wasg only too. certain that it would come

in overwhelming force. It would not be
ona canoce crew—but probably half a
dozen cances packed with bravwny canni-
bhals, and the end could not be doubtiul.
And there was nothing to be done, but
to wait for the end,

There wes no hope of relloating the
vawl—the hull was stove in by the sharp
edges of the coral. There was no boat
—but even had the dinghy bren saved,
1t would not have carried them all.
From Kealua they could hepe for no
help; they were not expected back at

alua for several days; their fate would
be sealed long before it was even sur-
mised that disaster bad overtaken the
Palm Leaf!

They knew that there was no hope;
after a night of weary waziting and
watching, the last Bght.would come, and
they would go down under overwhelm-
ing attack. Yet, in those dark hours,
their thoughts ran continually te their
missing comrade: even those bitter
hours would not have seemed so bitter
had he been still with them.

Lord Mauleverer was watching by the
beachcomber’s side. ¥sabel Dick had
lain long unconscious, but he had come
to himself at last, and he lay silent, his
ﬁiﬂea on  Mauleverer’s face in the
glimmer of the stars. He spoke at last,
i a low, faint voice, and Mauleverer
bent over him and answered almost in a
whisper.

“1 never dreamed,” he went oan. “1

foncied I had seen you before, the first -

day on Kalua, but I never dreamod—"

The old sardonic grin crept back to
the beachcomber's seamed, stubbly face.

“You did not think of finding a
Mauleverer, heir to an earldom and
millions of money, combing a Pacific
beach!” he muttered.

“If I'd known—">

“If I had known!” mutiered the
beachcomber, "“I have been bad—bad
to the bone—but if I had known that

2]

you vame to seck me—that you had a
friendly [eeling for the outeast who had
disgraced your name=i1f I had ool
known thet—— Dut I pever knew, {
never suspected—never till the night you
let me gut of the 1sland gaol, and gave
ne & message for "—he grinned—"for
Brian Mauleverer, never guessing that
1t was your cousin to whom you were

spraking, *

“If yeu'd told me—" brenthed
Manleverer. “If youw'd told me, when
we met on Kalya—"

“And you never guessed!™ said the
beacheomber, “You never even guessed
who was pulling the strings when you
found yourself in continual perils ip
these scas—"

“My friends knew, before T did,” =aid
Maulevorer, “and I q'lln.rrn!:l][--rr with
them becauze 1 could not believe i,
And then—then vou

tij—>

“Till you knew!
came lo the prison hut and gave me
freedom and a message for the man who
had wrenged antd harmed vou—a mes-
sage of friendship and help!” muttered
Ysabel Dick, “I did not believa you
then—} ecould not—but afterwards—
Believe me, Herbert, from that hour, I
gave up the game; it was as if I had
come to my senses. ] swear that from
that moment, I never -dreamed of harm-
ing you—and but for the Dutchman, no
harm would have come to you; you
believe that 1" -

“I_ believe it!” said Mauleverer.
“And if I did not, you've proved it by
coming here, Brian, old -man! If you
had not stood: between me and the spear
that struck you down, vew would be
Earl of Mauleverer now.”

The outeast of Kalus grinned.

“All that I had schemed for, all that

1 had planned, droppinginto my hands,

like a ripa fruit!” he said. “J have
been a bad hat, Herbert, but even at
the worst I would not let the Dutehman
have his way—you know that! Even at
the worst, my conscience, such con-
science a8 combing the beach had left
me, never gave me rest. 1f you get out
of thig—

He broke off. There was & glimmer
of light in the esstern sky; the day was
coming. He gave a groan.

“You are lost,” he said. “If is my
doing—it i8 I who have lost you! They
will come when the sun is up—and there
is n¢ escape—no escape ! 1 could
have saved yo

“"You did your best, old chap,” said
Lord Mauleverer quietly, “and while
there's life, there’s a spot of hope.
we get out of this, we start fresh—"

“Too late!” muttered the beach-
comber. “Too late! I would have
gsaved you and counted my life for
nothing—believa that! But it is too
latet It is easy to do evil—it is not so
Eaii? to unde iti"

a sank back on the blankets. .

Mauleverer sat silent, by his side
watching the pale, drawn face. For the
time, he had almost forgotten his own

ril: the shadow of death that hung

arkly over them all.

He had found his missing cousin, his
enemy, but hft+ had found him repenteant
of all the evil he had done, eager to
make amends, eager to set hiz feet on
a new path: to make something, after
ail, of a wasted life, and to do good
instead of tll. The man who had n
his enemy lay before him, wounded
almost to denth in his defence; but for
him, it was the schoolboy earl who
would have fallen under the thrusting
spear, That was what Mauly was think-
ing of, as the light gleamed in the
eastern sky.

. From the bush on Baloo, came the out-
burst of song from the wild birds, to
THE Magyer LABRARY.~—No. 1,508,
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greet tne coming day. Up from the
castern sea rose the colden sun, and
dawn shone on the rolling Pacific, on the
wreck on the reef, on the glimmering
lagoon.

rd Mauleverer rose at last.

Bolb Cherry 'was pointing. Far in the
distance on the lagoon a canoe ap-
peared in sight, and then snother and
another.

“They're coming " muttered Bob.

With the dawn of & new day the
gsavages of Baloo were gathering for the
attack.

p— e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Saved From The Sea!

ING of the Islands, the bor trader
K of the Pacific, stood on the deck
of his ketch, the Dawn, scanmng
the sea 1n tf:e ficst feint-ghimmer

of sunrise. AL,

The Dawn lay hove-to, as she had lain
for long hours. Time was money to a
South Sea trader, and the wind was
favourable for Kalua-slua-lalua, Ken
King's next port of call, but King of the
Islands was losing the wind. There wos
3 shade of anxiety on his boyish face gse
he scamned the seca in the lifting
shadows. _

Kit Hudson, the mate of the Dawn,
sat ‘on the taffrail. Koko, the boal-
swain, was leaning over the starboard
rail, hiz eves on the Pacific. The crew
of four Hiva-Oa boys, and Danny, the
cooky-boy, were all on deck, watching
the sca. ; .

“t Nothing doing, Ken, old man "' said
the mate of the Dawn, shaking kis
head. “Not a chance——" .

“We'ra going to make sure, Kit,”
answered King of the Islands,  *IE
there's a shipwrecked man afloat in
’ghi-se waters, wo're not leaving him to
it."

“Ay, ay ' agreed Hudson, “But it's
hours since we heavd him, and we've
searched—"

“We'll scarch again in the daylight,”
said the boy skipper of the Dawn.
“We're losing time, Kit, but it’s worth
it if we pick hirn up.”

The mate of the Dawn nodded. He

was in full agreement with his skipper;
but he had [ittle hope that the castaway,
whose cry had been heard in the night,
would be still aflcat and living when
morning dawned. To and fro in the
dorkness the ketech had tocked, and
after she was hove-to the whaleboat had
been lowered for further search, but no
sight of a shipwrecked man had been
seen, But if he still survived, the ship-
mates of the Dawn would not take the
risk of passing on and leaving him to
his fale.

All ears on the Dawn had heard that
dezpairing orv from the sca. Whether
the castawny was now out of hearing,
or whether he had gone dewn in the
deep waters, it was tmpossible to tell
Nothing more had been heard, but King
of the Istand: had a faint hope that

something might be seen when the sun
caue.

In the castern eky the glimmer of
cawn  strengthened, and the rolling
waves of the Yacific gleamed in the
rizing light.

Theve was a sudden exclamation from
Lioko, at the starboard ratl, and King
of the Islands turned to him eagerly.

“You feiler Koko, vou see something,
eve belong vou " he asked.

“Me tinkee, sar " answered the boat-
swvain. IHe pointed with a brown hand.
*Tinkee see feller stop smlong sea, eye
belong me,™

I{in%luf the Islands stepped to his
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side and clamped the binoculars to his
eyes. He scanned the dim waters in
the direction indicated by the Kanaka
boatswain. Up from the east came the
galden szun, az if leaping from the
weters, and in the light the boy trader
focused the glasses on the distant speck
that had caught the keen eyes of the
boatswain :

“My zainted Sam !’ exclaimed ihe
boy trader, “We've got him, Kitl
Alive or dead, he's still afloat!”

In the sunlight, .now streaming down
brightly on the Pacific, he picked up
the floating ' ohjeet <learly with the
powerful glaszes—a head end an arm
that rested on what looked like a float-
ing spar. -Alive or dead, the castaway
of the might still fRosted on the waters.

“Lower the whaleboat!” rapped
King of the Islands. .

All was activity on the Dawn. The
whaleboat dropped to the water;
of the Islands sat in the stern, anr.!] Kolko
gnd three of the Hiva-Oa boys st the
oars. Kit Hudeon watched them from
the ketch as the boat pulled rapidly
BWRY. g B

Ken King stood up in the boat as it
neared the drifting castaway.

not & man but & boy that clung to the
flonting wood, and he -could see that
whn.t.nﬁn clung fo was the tiller of a
small vessel, -

. **Ahoy 1* shouted Ken King, and he
waved his hand. :

The head lifted frora the water. His
shout had reached the ears of the boy
who floated on the Pacificc. He had
looked wnconscious; but he was not
quite unconscious, or -he would have
slipped from the floating tiller. And at
the boy trader’s shout he lifted his head
and stared across the sea with almost
glazed eyes. )

No answer came from him; he was

ast speech. But he was living, and
}:::nr g moment or two he stared at the
approaching boat before his head sank
down again,

“Quick!" breathed Ken. “ Washy-
washy too guick, vou feller boy 1"

The whalchoat fairly raced.

Almost like an arrow it came sweep-
ing down on the castaway, and as it
glided by King of the Islands leaned
over and grasped the boy who clung to
the floating tiller, and with a swing of
hiz strong arm landed him in the boat.

He sank down there in & pool of
water.

“Back to the Dawn!” rapped King
of the Islands.

His face was-kind and tender as he
bent over the boy who had been saved
from the sea. Ie lifted the heavy head
to rest on his knee, as the Kanakas
pulled swiftly back te the ketch.

Harry Wharton's face was like chalk
his eves half-closed, ¥or hours he ha
hung on to the tiller, half-conscious, yet
still retaining his scnses sufﬁcienﬂg to
hold en. WNow he was saved, and he
realised it, and tried to speak; but
only a moan came from his parched
throat.

“Drink " said the bov trader.

He placed a pannikin of water to the
dry, cracked lips

Ilarry Wharton emptied it at a
draught. A ghmmer of light came
back to his eyes, a tinge of colour to
his waxen cheeks,

He tried to speak.

“Safe now, my lad!” said the bor
trader. “Safe and found! You'll be
on my packet in a few minutes now.”

But the castaway still struggled to
epeak.

King of the Islands bent hiz head low
to catch the words: ther came in a
broken whisper.

lalua.

King

As he-
.drew nearer he could see that 1t was

“Have them

"Bavoe them 0 repeated Ken King.
He shot a swift glance round on the
rolling waters. No other floating object
was to be seen. Ele bent over the boy
again, “Do you mean that there wers
othera afloat from a wreck?”

Harry Wharton shook his head feebly,

“What, then I asked Ken.

“My friends and—and Mr. McTabh—
save them ! They are on Baloo!™

The effort was too much for him, and
he sank back unconscious.

Ken King looked down at the uncon-
scions face in perplexity. The nate of
Mr. MeTab was well encugh known to
him; it was for business with Mr.
McTab that he was making Kalua-alua-
Ho far as Ken King knew, M.
McTab was on Kalua, expecting the
arrival of the Dawn in the lagoon
within the next day or two.

But the castaway was unconscious
now and could say no more.

The whaleboat reached the Dawn,
and Kit Hudson's -eyves, from above,
rested compassionately on the white
face in the boat,

“Alive 1" he asked.

“Aw, ay! Bear a hand.”

Harry Wharton was lifted to the deck
of the Dawn. Kit Hudson landed him
in a madeira chair, while the Kunakas
gwung up the whaleboat to the davits.
The schoolboy lay unconscious, over
come ab last by what he had beet
through.

“Make sail?” asked Kit Hudson, a3
the skipper of the Dawn gave tio order.

Ken's face was porplexed.

“1 don’t make this out, Kit.” he said.
“The boy spoke a few worde when £
picked him up; he knows McTab. so
he must have been on Kalua. But ha
said that his friends and McTab are ou
Baloo.™

Kit Hudson whistled.

“Baloo—Kaminengo's island "' Lo
said. “If thev're on Baloo, Kern, he
won't see them again. But what—and
hﬂ“.\_____ﬂ

1 den’t pet it,” enid Ken. " If his
craft went on the reef of Baloo he has
drifted over twenty railes on that tiller;
he must have been & long time in the
water. If the others got ashore——"

“ Ashore on Baloo ! eaid the mate of
the Dawn. I don't get 16, (dd McTab'a
not the man to pile up his eraft 1o faie
weather—or foul, for that matter. IDut
if they piled up on the reef of Baloo
they'd never get off alive—"

“ He's coming to.” muttercd Ker.

Harry Wharton's eyes opened; they
rezted on the two pif::ing facez, and ho
tried to speak. Ken placed water to
hiz lips, and he drank, and theo his
voice came cleariy.

“Save them! They are on the reef
of Daleo—on the south side of Bualoo.
The eannibalsg——"

His woice trailed of, and hiz eves
closed again, Dut what he had said
was clear enough, perplexing as it was
to the shipmates of the Dawwn. ‘

“We're making Balos,” satd King of
the Islands. *“It's a thousand to one
that we shall be too late: but if thes'ra
on Balco, we shall save them if we can.”

MNorvth-past Ikalua lay—but it was to
the north-west that ¢ Daw:n stood,
under full sail. for the cannibal island
of Baloo. And os she ran swifily, in
the brightening  sunrise, riflez wera
served out to the crew: and all eves
watched anxiously s the dark bush of
Baloo rose at last against the blue sky.
And by the time Baloo was sighted
Harry Wharton had come to himself,
and he staggered to the rail, to lean on
it and gaze on the cannibal island as e
rose to view, with hope and dread in hua
heavt.
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_Harry Wharton & Co. erowded under
Cherry stooped and took hold of a fat ear.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
King of the Islands to the Rescue!

i HEY'RE coming 1”

On the lagoon of Baloo, the
canoes were gathering, Round
the island, from both sidee,

eame canoe after eanoe, packed with
hlack savages gathered by the island
<hore, for the atteck on the wreck that
lay out on the reef. :

Tha fmﬁﬂm day, the yowl's crew had
sncceeded In beating off the attack; but
they had no hope of succeeding now,
The blacks of Baloo were gathering in
loo overwhelming a force for thas.
'“The junigrs, loocking ecross the
lagoon, could count the canoes as th-agi
gathered; eight of them in all, an
every one packed with blacks. Beventy
sdvaéges, at lesst, had gathered, and
there were more mmng. The sun was
rising higher over the Pacifie, and from
eviery dark den on Baloo, the blacks
woro turning out. News of the white
man's ehip cast away on the reef was
known over the whole island now, and
every black man on Baloo was eager for
a share in the plunder. ]

Mr., McdTab set hia teeth under -his

sandy beard. 1 _
" The beachcombera revolver was in
hiz hand: and every other hand grasped
& weapon of eome kind. But all knew
that the rush, when it came, would
overwhelm the yawl's crew; that it
would ba death under the stabbing
spears, or & worse fate in the dark dens
in the bush,

Ysabel Dick lay helpless, unable to
stir. But the others stood ready,; know-
ing that it was the end, but facing it
with courage. The Dutchman had gone
to his account; but the evil he had
done remamned.

All "eyes weve fixed on the cances
across the lagoon, waiting for them to
advance, . It was Lord Mauleverer who

tha-bany:an

EVERY SATURDAY

and found Billy Bunter

[ SR

cast a glance seaward—a Thopeless
glance, for no one could dream of &
ship approaching Baleo. The others
did not even think of looking as they
watched the savages, -

But Mauleverer, as he looked across
the chining Pacific, gave a sudden,
startled, amazed cry.

Against all hope, against all possi-
bility, as it scomed, a sail glanced on
the blue waters, Mauleverer fairly
yelled.

A saill™

Bob Cherry spun round,

“A& sail 1" he stuttered.

“Look ¥ roared Mauleverer.

Mr. McTab's eyes almost
from his head as he looked.

“The Dawn!" he gasped.

“The Dawn1” repested Bob.

“King of the Islands’ packet!™ stut.
tered Mr. McTab, *“The Dawn—King
of the Island's ketch! He's near due
at Kalua—but what miracle has brought
him to Baloc "

In their excitement and amazement,
the Greyfriars fellows almost forgot the
savages gathering by the island shore,
and the attack that might come at any
moment, .

All eyes fixed on the tall sails of the
Dawn, sweeping down to the cannibal
island, It seemed like a miracle to their
dizzy eyes. No white man had business
on Baloo—and it was at Kalua, far
away {o the cast, that the Dawn was
booked for—yet hers was the Dawn,
sweeping down to Baloo under full sail,
The yawl's crew could hardly believe
what their eyes told them.

“ Look !" gasped Bob. He pointed to
a figure, small in the distance, on the
forecastle head, sweeping the southern
reef of Baloo with a pair of bincculars.
‘“ Look 1"

“That's Hudson, tha mate of the
Dawn 1" eaid Mr. McTab. * Looking

staried

r with the bundle of tuck opened hefore him.
* 1'll take this with me ! ** he remarked,
with it, old fat man ! "

Bob
““ You can sult yoursell about coming

**Yarooh ! ** yelled Billy Bunter.

for us, it seems; though how lhey got
word of us i8 & meeracle.”

Brown faces could be seen staring
over the rail of the Dawn, as it ran
down to the reef, fleelly as a seabird.
And among the brown faces was one
white face, N
Mr. McTab lifted his hand, and fired
the revelver into the air. Thas the
report reached ears on the ketch wae
¢lear, for tha man on the forecastle head
waved his hand in answer,

“They've seen us!” breathed Bob.

Frank Nugent gripped his arm and
pointed to the ketch with the other. His
volce came chokingly.

“"Look—look—Bo old man, look—
am I dreaming, or is that—— Lock, 1t
—it—can 1t possibly he——"

“Wharton " breathed Baob.

His eyes bulged at the face that
leaned over the ketch's rail. A hand
was waved—the hand of Harry
Wharton. :

With incredulous ayes, the Greyiriars
juntors stared at him. They could not
Lelieve that it was Harry Wharten—
that the sea had given up its dead!

"Harry " breéathed Nugent. “I'm

oing mad, or it's Harry Wharion!

ok—Iloak 1" i

“By gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“By gadl If we're not drcaming
this—"

“Wharton—on the Dawn!” said
Johnny Bull dazedly. * But how in tho
name of wonder——"

“It's pairfectly simple, laddies |" said
Mr. Mcg’ah. “That muszt be how they
know we ere here—they mnst lave

icked the laddie up at sca, and he has
Erought them here to save ug all——-"

From the beachcomber, lifiing him-
self feebly on his elbow, came a cry:

“Look out! They're coming I

All eyes were riveted on the ketch.
But at that warning cry, the vawl's
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crew recalled the danger they had
almost forgotten, in their joy and relief
ab the Eigﬁt of the coming ship. Ther

spun round towards the lagoeon,

The cances were paddling oud to ihe
recf in & bunel, The savages had seen
the tall sail across the reef, and they
wore coming to the attack before help
could reach the castaways.

“Laook outt”

“Stand vp to them ! ,

Br. McTab lifted tho revolver and
took aim af the leading canoe. He fired
with a steady hand, and black paddler
after paddler rolled over under the
bullets. Wild, fierce wvells answered
from the blacks of Baloo. The canoe
lost wav, and drifted; but the others
came on fast.

But the ketch was rushing down on
the coral*reef, a: if to pile up there.
And from fhe ketch, as it rushed, came
the ring of a rifle, Kit Hudson, on the
forecastle, had a magazine rifle to his
shoulder; and bullets ztreamed across
the recf, and pitched among the canoes
o the lagoon,

Then, as the Dawn hovedto, scarce
half a cable’s length from the coral,
King of the Islands was scen, with a
rifle in his hands, and another stream
of bullets screamed over the reef, crash-
ing among the black crews in the
Ol O 5,

The whaleboat dropped to the water,
While the skipper and mate kept up
incessant rifle-five, Koke and the Hiva-
Oa bovs manned the whaleboat, and
another figure was scen to slip in after
them—that of Harry Wharton! The
whaleboat pulled swiktly for the reef,

Angus McTab was still shooting, But
it was the rifle-fire from the ketch that
drove back the attack of the blacks of
Baloo. ]

Everv bullet from the Dawn ?11':*111:‘5\
into a crowded canoe, crashing through
flesh and bone—and one affer ancilier
the canoes paddled away in frautic
flight for the cover of the island,
Sercaming bullets pursued them as they
weEf. till they cireled the shore of Baloo
and escapcd. _

Bob UII;err:r threw down his axe. It
had not been wanted—the attack had
never reached as far as the reef. The
enemty were going—in frantic flight—
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King of the Islands had arrived in time,
And the whaleboat was pulling in—
Harry Wharton in the stern waving
aud waving, his pale cheels Hushed, and
his eves sparkling.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. He pitched his hat into the
nir, and then grabbed Lord Maule.
verer's, and waved it wildly round his
head. “ Hallo, halle, hallo!”

“Harry ! shouted Frank Nugent.

The whaleboat bumped on the reef.

Harrry Wharton clambered and
splashed across the coral. The sight of
hiz friends had seemed to give him new
life, They splashed off the yawl to
meet him., e

JBut Lord Mauleverer was kneeling
by the side of the wouunded beach-
coraber.

“We're saved, old man ! said Mauly.
“ot that, Brian, old bean? We're
saved, old chap—and when we get you
to Kalua, you're going to pull round,
what 7"

“ Kalna 1" repeated the beachcomber.
“71 cannot go back to Kalua! Where 1
combed the beach—where McTab sent
me away in Barney Hall's lugger—-

let themn land me on Turtle Tecf and
leave me there—"
“Fathead " gaid hauleverer.

“You're coming back to Kalus with
us, you old ass! I'm not losing sight o

vou again, before I go back to Grey-
riars [ )
“But: " muttered the beachcomber.

“There's nae buts in the matter,
mani? said Mr. MceTab, “It's surely
verrp surprising to find that ve're the
cousin of the wee lord, that he came out
to the Pacific to look for, but ye're
verra woeleome on Kalus, My Maule-

verer, and did I not tell ye that ye'd

made a friend of Anpgus McTab? And
when ye've pulled round, I'm surely
going to help the wee lord to make a
man of ye” )

“ Mauly, old man—"" Harry Whar-
ton ecrambled on the yawl, * Mauly,
ald bean, safe and sound, what ¥

“Yaar!” grinned Lord Mauleverer.
“But you'd have been ico lare, old
chap, but for my Cousin Brian—="

“Wha-a-at?"”

“Ay Cousin  DBrian!” explained
Lord Mauleverer. ., “He blew in vester-
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day, and,- but for that, vou'd never
have found us hgre to-day.”™ :

“What the thump——" exclaimed
Harry. He stared at Mauleverer and
at the bheachecomber. “Ysahel Dick—
here—-" :

"My ecousin Bran,” said Mauls,

“Deon’t you remember that I told you
he wasn't & bad chap at heart, though
a bit of a bad hat? Remember I told
vou, on Barney Hull's lugger, 1hat if
I was in the water amon tlf-e sharks, old
Brian would come in for me? Well,
that's exactly what he's done—only it
wasn't o shark, 18 was o spear 1o &
black paw—and Brian took 1% instead
of me! I hope wvou and Brian are
going to boe friends on Kalua.”
“Well, my hat!" said Harry Whar-
ton blankly.

N O e—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter 5 Not Pleased!

ILLY BUNTER sat up in the
B shady veranda of the
manager's bungalow at Kalua-
alua-lalua and blinked through
his big spectacles at a handsome ketch
that glided in at the reef passage and
siood across the lagoon to the coral
opposite the manager's house.
grunted. :

It was a hot afternoon.

Billy Bunter had packed away an
extensive dinner, and rested ever since
it that chaic in the shady veranda.
He needed a rest| Now, however, he
was beginning to recover fram the
effects of the dinner, so he was,
naturally, beginning to think of tea!

Bunter was feeling disgruntled. It
had been a good dioner, and it was
going to be a good tea—everyvthing
was all right, so far sa that went!
But that checky Caledonian, McTab
had eent Bunter ashore, and he ha-:i
missed the cruize in the yawl, which
was  very  annoying—though  had
Bunter been aware how that cruise
had turned out, it was dpruba.bIﬂ that
he would have been glad that he had
missed it

Bull, dispruntled as he was, Bunfer
had two consclations. One was that
the grub at the island bungalow wes
good and ample; and the other was
that .he knew that Lord Mauleverer
was thinking of prolonging the holi-
day, somehow, till he found that miss.
in% cousin of his,

Blauly, with &ll his mild manners,
could be very determined; and Bunter
hoped that he would stick to that reso-
lution=—=in which case, Bunler was
going to stick to Mauly.

:‘Lﬁiie of happy loafing on a DPacific
island appealed to Billy Bunter much
more than lessons at Grevirnars School
—and though AIcTeb was. of courte, a
beast, he was no worse a beast than
Mr. Quelch, the Remove master at
Greyfriars—Dbetter, in fact, because he
did not try to make Bunter learn any-
thing 1

S0 Bunter hoped that LMauly would
stick on Kalua till that bad hat Brian
turned up; and he hoped that the bad
hat wmlﬂl take plenty of time sbow
it !

Now, a3 he walched the ketch run
ning down to the coral guay, he won
dered whether that was the veszel in
which Mr. AcTab had arranged for
the Creyfriars party to go dewn to
Suva, on the fHrst lap of their long

Journey homeward.

Bomoo, the house-boy, had come 1ote
the veranda, and he was watching Lthe
ketch as it came along to the guay.

“You feller Bomool!l” called out
Bunter. “ What ship 15 thati”

“Feller Dawn, sar, belong King of



tha Ielpnds ! answered the house-boy.

Bunter grunted again. ‘That was
the vessel; ro it looked as if the holi-
dn‘g on Kalua-alua-lalua was nearing its
end,

“Master belong me stop along that
keteh 1 added Bomoo, staring in sur-
prise at Alr. McTab on the deck.
* Friend belong you, =ar, stop along
that ketch.'”

“"Eh? How can they be en that
ietch when they cleared off in a yawl
the day before yesterday? grunted
Bunter,

“No savvy, sar! Ma see um, e;:e
belong me,” answored Bomoo, and he
went down the steps and down the
beach to the quay.

Billy Bunter watched the keich as it
moored at the quay, and stared as the
neat figure of Mr. McTab crossed the
ang-plank, and the Famous Five and
Yord Mauleverer followed. Evidently,
the Greyfriars parfy had returned,
though not in the vessel in which they
had left Kalua.

On the gquay My McTab called to
Bomoo, who called a number of
Kanakaz, and what Ilooked like =
stretcher was brought ashore from the
ketch, Wwith a man lying in ik The
Kanakas carvied it up the beach to the
hungaiﬂw, followed by Mr. McTab and
the juniors.

As they reached the house Billy
Bunter hf‘ink&& at the man who lay in
the stretcher, and jumped.

“That beaszt ! he ejaculated,

Yeabel Dick was carried ca.mful]g
into the house. Mr. McTab followe
him, to ses him comfortably disposed;
and Lord Maunleverer followed Mr.
McTah. The Famous Five sat down in
the veranda.

“I "say, you fellows—" sgueaked
Bunter. '

“Hallo, hallo, halle, old fat man!”

;&iit Hﬂh Cherry. “DMissed us fear-
ully 7

“1 say, what'a happened?"” de-
manded Bunter. *“Where's the Palm
Leaf 1™

“What's left of 1t 1s on the reef of
Baloo 1" answered Bob., “We've had
a fough time, old fat bean; you were
rather lucky to miss it.”

“The luckiulpess was
esteemed  fat  Bunter!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh. “In this
case, the missfulness was better than
the milefulness,™

“¥You're locking rather seedy, Whar-
ton.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm feoling the sanie,” he answered.

terrifie, my

“I've had rather a long dip in the
Pacific, Bunter. It's quite & pleasure
to sea your fat old chivvy agam.”

“Well, I rather thought you'd run
intog trouble of some sortl” =aid
Bunter. “You've only got yourselves
to thank for it-lewiu:]g me hehind! I
don’t suppose it would have happened
if I'd been there.”

“ Fathead I

“Heazt! But, I say, what have thﬂ;
'bri;ught that beachcomber here for?
asked Bunter. “Why don't they stick
him back in the prizon hut instead of

bringing him ini{o the house? Iauly
won’t be safe from him here.”
“"That's all right, old fat chump!

He's knocked-out, on his heam ends,
and MeTab’s going- to have him
nursed Here and eet him on his pins
again. And he won't bother Mauly
any more.”

YWell, T think it's ret,” =aid
Punter, “and I shall jolly well tell
McTab so—or, at least, I would, ounly
you never knew how to take a Hcotch-
man—and Y dop’t want bim lugging
at my ear againl”

“Ia, ha, hal”
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“1 suppose you haven't picked up
any more news of that other beast?™
asked Bunter anxiously.

“Which

“Mauly's

. disreputable  relation,”
snid Buntes

“We don't have relaiions
like that in the Bunter family; but
Mauly zeems to like 'em! Iz there any
news of that beast Brian Mauoleverer ™

“Oh, lots 1 said Bob, laughing.

“Thoe lotfulness is torrific |™ chuckled
Hurree Jamact Ram Singh.

Bunter’s fat face lengthened.

“"You den't mean to say he's been
fovnd ¥ he asked,

“Hort of 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Oh erikey! What roiten  Iuck !
grunted DBunter.

“How's that, fathead?” asked Bob,
staring at him.  “Mauly specially
wanted to find him—that was his chief
veason for ceming here at all—he was
even thinking of hanging on lheve
after the hols if the chap badn't lturned
up—and that woeuld have meant
trouble at school, Jolly lucky he's
bobbed up, I think."”

“Well, I don't!” grunted Bunter.
“I'm not in a hurry to get back io
Latin and maths f wvou arel I'd
rather =tick here! Thae fact iz, ihe
later in the term I go back, the beltcr
I shall like it! What 1 mean is, if
Alauly staved on, I should =stay with
him out of pure friendship—I never
was the fellow to let down a pal !

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Bleszed f I see anything to cackle
at !’ satd Bunter moroselv. “I was
banking on an extra week or iwo, at
least.™

“ Beiter think again, then 1™
chuckled Bob. “The Ilawn pulls out
the day after to-marrow, and we
down to Suva with King of the Islands,
¥ou'll be packing my socks and
Mugent's pyvjamas and Johnny's shirls
in one of i;I.I:mI:,r‘s. bags lo-morvow, old
fat man i

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Yah " retorted Bunter. “Lock
here, if they've found ihe beast, where
15 he? He cught to have been col-
lared, after what he's done to Manly—
all you fellows know that he was at
the bottom of it all—"

“That’'s all washed out now, ass!”
said Bob. *¥sabel Dick pulled us
through on Baloo—he's not such a bad
chap, after all.  Anyhow, Mauly's
going to make the best of him, and zo
ara we—"

“I'm mnot talking about that beast,
but the other beast——"

“Same beast!™ grinned Bobh., "You
see, that jolly nlgi beéachecomber was
Mauly’s missing Briap—"*

“Rot 1" roared Bunter. “Think you
can take me in with that?™

“Honest Injun ™

“Yah!"” snorted Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer came out into the
veranda. He sank into & Madeira
chair, stretched out his elegant limbs,
and geve Billy Bunter a cheery nod.

“How's Brian?" asked Harry,

“Goin’ on as well as can be ex-
pected,” =aid Mauly, “McTab’s going
to mend him—we zhall leave him on the
mend when we pull ont. I'd like to
stay on and see him through, but
Tabby's sure that he's not in danper,
and I suppose the Head wouldn't like
me to cut out next term——m»"

“Hardly 1" grinned Bob,

“Look  here, DMauly,” squeaked
Bunter, “ihat beacheomber ain’t really
yvour Cousin Brian, is he?™

“Yaas |

“Well, lock here, hadn’t vou betler
siick himi safe in chokey while you've
got him?"” asked Bunter.

“8Bhut up, you [at azs!" said Frank
MNugent.
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“Shan't] Don't think o,
Mauly 1
Lord Mauleverer looked thoyghafully

at the Owl of the Remove.

“When we wero on ihe reef at
Baloo,” he remarked, “I thought that
I should be glad o see cven Bunter
pgain| Naow, before I've seen him for
{i:;a !|;1|_1i1:11nI.'m.-ﬂ_h he's beggin' me to kick
1m

“(h, really, Mauly—>"

“Bhut up, old fat man! I don't feel
up to gettin’ up and kickin' you, after
all I've heen through, and in this het
weather | But shut up 1

“BEHSt- I:ll

Billy Bunter shut up—for about a
minute. ‘Lhen he re-started after the
brief interval.

“1 say, Mauly——"

“(th dear! Yaast"

“If vou've found that beast—I mean,
that chap Brian, you won't be staying
on herg to find him. But what about
sending tho Head a cable, all the same,
and staying on for a week or two more ?
I'll 5ta.E with you.”

“ Fathead I

“What I mean is, if the chap i=
knocked out and laid up and an ins
beam-ends, and all that, hadn't von
better stay on and see lum through®"
suggested Bunter. “T'Il stay on, too—
i faet, I'll give him a look-in zome-
times and sit and_ talk to him while he
geta well—give him some of my com-
puny, you knomw———-"

“1 don't suppose he would get well, if
vou - did,” said. Lord Mauleverer,
shaking his head.

“Feou =illy asa!” yelled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal*

There was another minute of silence,
while Billy Bunter did some more think-

you

jug, then he recommenced :

“The fact ia, Mauly, I expect that
sconndrel—"

“That what ™

“That scoundrel—I expect that

sgoundrel has heen pulling your leg, and
he ain't your Cousin Brian at all! You
know whnt & fool you are, old chapl
Well, if he sin't—and you can take it
from me that he ain't—then you've still

t to find the other beast, so you'd
%ﬁtter send that cable to the Head, after
all. My adviece to you, Mauly, iz to
shove the beast into chokey, zee, and
{ hem—"’

Lord Mauleverer rose, He did not
want to kick Bunter, but he seemed to
feel that there was no help for it. He
grasped the chair-back and tilted the fat
junior out on the planks of the veranda.

Bump |

“Yaroooh I’ roared Bunter, " Wharrer
you up to,.-you silly chump ? Stop kick-
ing me, you beast! If you kiek me
again I'll—yoo-hoooocoop 1"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Pon't go!” urged Lovd Mauleverer,
“I'm going to give you a few more—"

“PBeast1” roared Bunter,

And he went~—ramdly, apparently not
wanting a faw more,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Billy Baniter Knows How |

i SAY, you fellows 1"
I “ Goming 1 asked Bob.
It was the following day and,
heing the last day on Kalua-alua-
lalue, the chums of the Remove were
going te spend most of it Im a cruise
round the lagoon, having a last look at
Mauly's island. On the morrow they
were to pack on board the Dawn and
=ail with King of the Islands for Suva,
where there was a'sieamer to be caught.
Lord Maulevercr was ine his cousin’s
Tazs Macye: Lisnary.—No. 1,598
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roomi—Ne was going to spend the day
rwith Brian—buf t]ftlf Fmﬁu Five were
%etting the whaleboat ready when Billy

unter rolled down the beach.

“Roll in, old barrel I said Bob,

“Fh? I'm not coming in that boaf ™
answered Bunter. “I've got something
zlse on to-dar. He, he, he 1™

*Have g good time, thenl Ta-tal”

“1 say, vou fellows, wait a minute!
I want to ask tiuu something,"” said the
fat Owl, snd the juniors held on.

S0t it short 1 said Johnny Bull

“Look here, it's fixed for us to sail
in that ketch to-morrow,” said Bunter,
*“but 1f we weren't ready, that chap
King would have to sail without us,
wouldn't he?"

“He wouldn't be likely to hang on
here, that's & cect,” said Bob, * But
we shall be readyl” We go aboard at
qitie_in the morning."” _

“Well, look here, I've got an idea”
:aid Bunter, blinking at the chums of
the Remove, “1 suppose you fellows
ain't anvious to got back to schoolt”

“Not fearfully,” admitted Bob.

“Rut what cannot ba cured must go
longest to the well, :m% esteemed
Bunter,” remarked IHurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Bunter mr_priaed e ¥Famous Llive
with a fat wink, .

- #T know how to work it!" he
declared.

“What and which?” o

4] mean to sax, that chap King is 2
trader, or something, and can't hang
about waiting for passengers,” said
Bunter. “Well, suppose we nin'tith-:-rr-
when he sails? Hee, ha goes without
us, and there may not be another ship
for & week, or a couple of weeks! What
about that#"

“Well, my hat!"” zaid Bob.:

“You fellows would never have
thought of that!” remarked Bunter,

“Not guite!™ said Harry Wharton,
langhing. i

“Broms, you koow!” said Buanter
complacently. “Leave the thinking to

me! We get another week, perhaps two
oy three wm!{s—mi%}* dodge half the
term, vou know ! hat?  Mind, not
a word to MeTab ! He would be waxy.”

“ Yoz, 1 think that's probable!”
grinned Johony Bull.

“ My idea is this,” went on Bnonfer.
“We walk ouf to-morrow mormag, just
a3 if we were going for a last look
round ' See? We go into the bush and
stay there! We keep our eyes apen till
that keteh has sailed. Then we come
back to the bung and explain to old
Tabby that wa've been lost in the bush.”

“ i crikey I

“Neat, what?” asked Bunter.

“The neatfulness is preposterous!”
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“But there's one thing we shall have
to be earciul sbout,” went on Bunter,
vhile the Famous Five gazed at him
plankly, “ws may have to stay out of
sight Yhe whole day, That means grub |7

*Grub _

“You hadn't thonght of that!” =aid
Diunter. “Lunecky vou've got a fellow
with yvou who can think of things! I've
got it all eut and dried. We get hold
of some grub to-day and pack it some-
where in the bush, ready for to-morrow,
See ]  Fasy enough—only got {o ask
Bomoo for grub for a pienie. Then we
shall be all right! That beastly ketely
ciears off befora we show up again, and
vee're all right for another week or two,
and it won't be our fault if we've bheen
lost in the bush—see? He, he, he ¥

“Zo that's the big idea, 1s i£7" gasped

Riolbs.

Prinied in Epgland and publizhed ﬂuﬁ"ﬁ‘%tiﬁr;ﬁf
g Floelway

andﬁmd. 118, per Ataum: S54. 6d

Lonfoa, E.04. Advertleement offlces:
Fosi. Subacripllon rates: Inlan

Qlordon & Goteh,

THE MAGNET

“That's it 1" said Bunter. * What do
you fellows think 7

“I think you're a hlithering, blether-
ing 455 1" said Johnny Ball

_ “I think you're a frabjous, foozling
fathead I said Bob,

“I think vou're a footling bloater [
remarked Frank Nugent.

“Tiook here, you beasts,” roared
Bunter, *if you're not going to back a
fellow up——"

“¥You silly Owl,” zaid Harry Whar.
ton, “we've gol to start for home
to-morrow, and we've got to get sboard
the Dawn at nine. Come on, you fellows,
now Bunter's done his funny turn”

“Beasts!” roared Bunter, in indip-
nant wrath, as the Femous Iive pushed
out the wheleboat and glided away over
the shinin laggtm, laughing,. * Yah!
Rotters | Swabs ¥

“1a, ha, ha!¥

Billy Bunter had an orange i his fat
hand, He had taken oniy ene bite at it
s0 far. Bunfer's bites were extensive;
still,” there remained enough of .the
orange for use as e missile.

e raised his right hand and hurled
the orange with all the force of his fat
arm inte the whaleboat as it glided
away from the beach.

Bob Cherry’s hand went up, and he
caught it neatly as it reached the bhoat.
"The next moment he returned it

Whiz |

Bang !

“Yarooooop [ - roared Billy DBuntet,
gz the oprauge squashed on a fat nose
and he ai down suddenly on the sand.

*Ha, ha, ha!” )

A roar of laughter floated back from
the whaleboat as it sendded across the
lagoon.

Billy Bunter sat and dabbed orange-
juice from his fat face and glaved after
the whaleboat with a glare that almost
cracked his spectacles,

“ Beasts{” gasped DBunter.

The fat Owl rolled back to the
bungalow, wrathful and indignant.

He had faken the trouble to think
out that remarkabls wheeze for dodging
return to school—and fhis was the sort
of gratitude he received!

Really, it was quite a masteriv wheeze,
for 3if the Greviriars pariy lost the
passage in the Dawn, thére was no doubt
that they would have to wait for another
ship—and shipz: from Kealua down to
Buva were not frequent.  But for some
reason, unknown to Bunter, the Famous
Five did not seem disposed to clear off
till the keich had sailed and come back
wifh a tale of having been lost in the
bush.

But if the Famous Tive were not
“on” Bunter was. They could go back
to Quelely, and Latin, and French, and
mathe on the fhrst dayv of the term i
they liked. Bunter did not like, and
Bunter wasz not going. A fellow could
hardly be blamed if he lost his passage
throngh being lost in the bush; and
Billy Bunter was quite Tesolved to be
“lost ¥ in the 1.111?11 when the Dawn
sailed for Buva.

The other fellows, he considered,
would hardly sail without him. Bat
m'l.?l't if they did, Bunter would be all
right.

Eilting in & shady veranda or under
the zhade of a nodding palm, feeding
on the faot of the land and exerting him-
solf no more than a plump turtle suited
Bunter; it waz ever =0 much better than
the Form-room with old Quelch! KEven
had Kalra-alua-lalna Leen less atirac-
tive, it would have attracted Bunter, in
the ecircumstances: for anything, of
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for ei® months, Bole

, Lid., The Fieelwa
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course, was beiler than work or the
remotest prospect of work.

Bunter's plan was not only masterly,
but ¥ was easy to carry out. It was
only neocessary to ask Bomoo, and the
house-boy at once packed a supply of
“grub * for Bunter to enjoy a picnic on
the beach. Certainly Bomoo did not
guess that ihat “plcnie” was {o take
place on the morrow, deep in the buch,
while the Dawn _waa pulling out of the
lagoon, léaving Bunter behind.

n possession of that bundle, the next
item on the programme was to convey
it to some-safe and shady spot at a
distance where,"on the morrow, Bunter
would be able to camp in safety, unseen,
instead of going on the keteh.

But ai that point in the programme
laziness supervened, The tropical dap
was hot, and Bunfer was lazy, and he
decided to postpone his walk into the
bush till the cool of the evening.

-Even HRunter realised that he had
-better not leave it till the morning. He
realised that it might excite suspicion

.1f 'he was seen sterting for the busl
with & bundle of grub about the tinu
that the rest of the party were starking
for the ketch with their baggage.

But when the sun sank behind the hil
of Kalua, and the scorching heat of the
day was diminishing, Bunter prepared
for action.

-He ‘was still uowilling to exert him-
self; but the sight of the whaleboat ir
the distance, returning from the cruise
round the lagoon, stirred him to exer-
tion. He did not want to run the risk
of those beasts having an eve on him.

So the fat Owl picked up his hundle
and rolled dewn the steps from the
veranda—just as Lord Mauleverer, after
a day spent mostly at his cousin’s bhed-
side, came out to take the air on the
beach.

Billy Bunter, blinking back over a fat
shoulder to make sure that no eyes were
upen him as he started for the bush,
found himeelf blinking at Lord Maule-

verer's smiling face.

“{roin' for a walk, old fat mani"
azked Mauly.

“0Oh, yes—no!"
lucidly.

Mauleverer gazed at him and at the
bundle. Supper was due in balf an
heur, yvet Bunter was starling off wilh
a bundle in his hand—and a bundle
carried by Billy Bunter could hardix
contain anything but grubl It was
rather puzezling to Mauly.

“What have you pot there, old bean ™
asked Manly.

“0Oh, nothingl It's not grub!™ ex.

lained Bunter hastily. “I didn't ask

omoo to pack grub for me for & picnic,
Mauly. Besides, I've had the picnie.”
“0Oh gad " ejaculated Mauly.
“I'm not going into the husﬁ,” added
Bunter astutely. “I don't suppose 1
could find my way te ithat old banyan-
tree off the path. As for leaving this
bundle there, I'm not thinking of doing
un::-'fhing of the kind. Why should I1™

“h gad!” repeated Mauly blankly.

“I'm just going for a—a stroll,” said
Bunter breczily., *I say, if you trot
down to the quay you'll meet the fellows
coming in in the boat, Mauly, They'd
rather like to see you on the quw. I—1
think, I'm neot trying fo get shul of

you or anyihing, Mauly "

“Ha, ha, ha [ 3eilea Mauly.

And he walked down to the guay,
wondering for a few minntes what the
fat and fatuous Owl was up to till he
forgot his fat existence. ]

And Billy Bunter, happily satisfied
that he had completely pulled the wool

(Cantinued on page 28.)

Huouese, Farricgdon Bl.reei':.-,u
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ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS.

(1}
-"i[:lll ETFI ' LR A 4 +l:| Gillill]‘l1l'ylﬁ Elnri':'i,
It's baund to meet your eyve,
Where  the  lights  are
clusiered,
And the shopumen keen as mustard
On mnducing you to buy.
They'll sell you anything yvou please

thiekly

From charabancs tf}_{:]u-thlnt cheese,
From chicory to chimpanzecs,
Provided vou can pay.

" THE MODEL YOUTH!
(Extracts from Uncle Beelzebub’s “Kind

Words To Kids and Cads ' show that
Billy Bunter is a Shining Example!)

"ALWAYS be ready to help thoze who
stand in need.”

When Bunter spots the prub you've got
Upon your study shelf, :
Tlo stands in need of all the let,

And s he helps hmselfl

YALWAYS listen carciully to what is
gald." i
When in your study’s solitude
A secret you make olear,
You'll know that to the keyhale gloed
I3 Billy Bunter's ear!

"ALWAYS stick to {mlr comrades. ™
If ever you decide to Ox
A picnic—mind your speech!
When Bunter finds it oui, he slicks
Much eloser than a lecch ]
"ALWAYS expect the hest to happen,
: even if it doesn’t.”
A postal order, i1t appeoars,
Is what he'd hike te get,
He's been expeciing it for yvears—
It basn't happened yetl

HALWAYS share your
others.” - )
When Bunter has =zome lines fo write
He's keen, I understand,
On sharing them, for he'll invite
ilis pals to take a hand!

things with

*ALWAYS tell the truth,”
That's William Gieorge,
youth |
1lis character’s true hluel
He always, ALWAYS tells the truth
If nothing else will dol

a8 model

lm'lms Gm o

EVERY SATURDAY

5 i oty

Chunkley's Stores, Courtfield.

Thev il setl sou chandeliors and chains,
And charcoal. Jhaps, and cheap cham-
18 g 1S,
Awd chigels, charts, and charelames
{1I'il keep this up all day )
ASawd chessmen, chops, and china plates,
Al cherries, chestnurs, chocelatos—
{I'll keep on till T drop!)
And chickweed, chaff, and
cots,
And chintz, cheroots, and chariots——
(The Ed'z just showed “STODP !}

children s

2
All right! Let's talk of Choukloy's
_atores,
Tt's simply full of wares.
In Chunkley’'s you may purchasze
Any goods from chalk to churches,
Or from chivken-runs to chairs,
With choppers, chows, chuffoniers,
And chamois and chinchilla fors—
(Zorry, he's gpone clean barmy, and
has been carried out, shouting: “ Chuck
it, you chaortling chumps "—Ep.)

et LS

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET
HERBERT VERNON-SMITH,

the Famous * Bounder ** of ithe Remove.

V izs VERXNOX-BMITH, of conrse,
He's & lad of =kill and foree,

Full of characier and grit,

Cleveyr, cool, with lots af wit,
Kean on spore of every kind
I'That iz, when he fecls inelined !)
Sinee his dad’s a mirllionaire,
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11z has tons of cash fo spare.

Flard, unscrupulous, though rash,
[e takes care of all that cashl
But—the Bounder's qualities
Aren't all open ones like these,
Smithy's keen on cards—and wins!
Smithy’s fond of dingy innsl
“mithy likes a horse o back!
Smithy's asking for the sack !

——— et

ANSWER to PUZZLE
Skinner and Snoop each had 2 [ull, 3
hali-full, and 2 empty hottles.  Btolt
had 3 full, 1 half-iull, and 3 eompty
bottles,

B - =

CHEERY TALK WITH—
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Coker said the other dny that he
wished Prout would “ keep his hair en™
Prout sadly wishes the same thing.

A village boy shot stones at Gosling's
dog with a catapnlt. Most fortunately
the stomes all misted and merely hit
Fader of the Sixth. :

A covey of postmen, headed by a
hrass band were reen marching through
Courtfield vestorday, It turned out o
Le the I'ostmen’s Annual Outing, Lut
for a moment woe thonght HBuntes's
postal order had arrived.
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PUZZLE PAR

Skinner, Sncop, and Stott, on
a picnie, had 7 battles full of pop,
7 hottles half-full, and 7 horsies
empty. How did they divide
them so that each got the same
amount of the infanaling ligucr
and the same number of hottle:?

Answer at foot of column 2.
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Ceker is verv keen on oicing 1k
new Civil Awe Foree. As a siary, oo
going-to learn to he civil,

There ave grave fears in the eofwec]
that Gesling pray be losing his i,
Tlo was seon ot 501 G600t s
day.

.n
[

RANDOM RIDDLES

What can yon throw into a perd - i
cut gething 1t wet ?=Yony chadeo

Why is P.-e, Tozer like a vainlew T—
Beeause o appears when the stori s
YT, T

Why is o facifol fellow bhlie a praut-—
Because s head stops him golng oo
far.

Why is Buanter like a ok ¢ l=Le
cause ae kneads dough”

SHORT FROM THE [COURT

Alr. Peter Todd, counsel in a caze ot
the Remove Police Court zaid: * My
learned friend doesn’t know anything
about anything!”  Abeout time he
called him his “ignerant feiemd,” 1
chould think.
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over Mauly's eyes; rolled away by the
ath in the bush ahd carefully concealed
1is supply of provender under the many
branches and stems of tho old banyan—
1o be ready on the morrow when the
Dawn sailed.

After which he rolled back to the
bungalow, grinning, and continwed io
grin over the supper-table, and was still
grinning when he rolled off to bed!

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

ii HERE'S that ass?
“Where's that chump?”
“ Where's that burbling

) blitherer "

“The wherefulness is terrific !”

“My godeness ! exclaimed  Mr.
Mclab. “Has that loon wandered
away and lost himself, and the King of
the Islands waiting Lo get the }Lmk up

The Famous Iive exchanged
exasperated glances. ; '

It was nine in the morning. Baggage
had already been taken on. the Dawn.
Captain and crew of the keich' ware
preparing for sca. “The Famous Five
had given Brian Maualeverer, alias
Ysabel Dick, a look-in, and shaken
hands all vound with the ope-time out-
cast of Kalua., Lord Mauleverer was
remaining with him for a last word or
two, and the Famouz Five lacked rou e
for Bunter, and realised that they had
nof seen hini since breakiast,

Billy Bunter had disappearcd.

“Pie loon ! said Mr. McTab.
gilly loon !” .

He called to Bomoo, and the house-
boy and five or six other Kanakes
started looking for Banter. L

But the Fanows Five did not expect
them to have any Juck., They had for-

gotten the niasterly scheme that the fat |

Uwl had unfolded 1le previous day; but
they remembered: it now,

“The frabjous ass ! said Bob Cherry.
“He's dodging !” ga g
“The do %& uluess is terrific !

“In the pali 1 sald Jolmuy Bull.

“Alight as well look for a needle 10 o °

hasstaclk as for a fellow in the bush!
The howling ass ! . . ;
yon fellows " nshed

“ Anvthin' up,
FEord Maunleverer, as lhe cuine at last
out of the bungalow. " Waitin® for
we T -

“'hat ass Bunter——"

“That bloated bandersnateh, Bun-
ter 4 .

“Lost him* asked Manly., " Well

Lo can't be far awav—and he's wide

¥

crongh to be seon— . ;s
“He's [ving doggo '™ growled Johnny
Bull, "He's gone inle the bush and
taken o dav'z grub with him, to Lkeop
doggo till the Dawn has sailead
“Whea-at?" . . -
“The howling nss told us the wheese

in

and How to §nin Ie*
-on_ application to
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vesterday,” explained Harry. “But we
never thought he would be idiot enough
to do it on his own—in fact, we forgot
all about the blithering chump——"

“Ho's hidden in the bush some-
where I” eaid Nuogent. “The potty
porpoise is going to keep out of zight
till the Dawn's sailed! Sce!  That's
his idea—the sort of idea that Bunter
would have |”

“"Ha, ha, ha!™ roared Lord Mgaule-
verer. What the Famous Five had told
him let in light on Bunter's antics the
previous evening. | 2 £

“Well, it's not a laughing matter,
Mauly,” said Harry Wharton. *We've
got to go in the keteh, or lose: the
steamer at Suva—and we can’t go and
leave that benighted owl behind—"

“Then we'll jolly well root him out 1™
grinned Mauleverer. “"Come on!”

“{Can you gueszs where he 15 then®”

“Yaas " chuckled Mauly.

£l th Emd |.'-:|

The Famous Five followed Lord
Mauleverer up the beach, through the
palms, and by the path into the bush.
About hity yards up the path, Lord
Mauleverer turned from it, and pushed
through the bush, to the massive old
hanyan-trea  that towered above the
lesser growths.

Under the branches of the Lanyvan,
amid-the throng of stems, it was dusky
and shady.

Lord Mauleverer came to o halt, and
the Famous Five looked at him.

“Thirk -he's there®” asked Bob,

“Yaas!™ '

“Well, why?" asked Harry.

“Because I saw him carting off a
bundle of grub last evening, and he teld
me he ‘wasn't going to leave it here!”
cxplaincd Mauleverer.

“Oh, my hat!'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

That sound of langhter evidontly
reached hidden ear:s among the stems of
the banyan, for the juniors heard a
startled pasp, from szomcone unscen.

“{gme out, you fat fvop!” roared

“Oh erikey I came a gosp.
““Ha, ha, ha!”
_E”“R::-il out, barvel ! shouled Johnuoy
idl, P
“I—1 zay, you fellaws, I—=I'm not
hove 1 came a startled squeak.
pa3 .

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Hoek him out!” said Harry
Wharton,
Tho juniors crowded uwnder  the

banyan.

A glimmer of spectacles in the dusk
caunght their cyves. Billy Bunter was
seated in the dusky shade, his podgy
back resting againsi a trunk, and the
bundle—alvcady  open—before " him !

- Bunter had been, apparently, about io

add something to his b}‘aﬁkfaust, when
the Groviriars party arvrived !

R e e — T

ages of

I coming, ain't 17

The fat Owl gave them an almost
devastating blink through his spectacles.
- “"Deasts 1" he gasped. " How did you
know I *was here? I—I mean, -I—1
wasn't hiding here, vou know! JI—I
was just coming! You fellows start,
and I—1'll follow you at—at once,™

Bob Cherry stooped and took hold of
a fat ear.

“I'll take this with me!” he re-
marked. * You can suit yourself about
coming along with it, old fat man!”

“Yarocooh ! '

“Come on, Bunter!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“Ow ! Leggo my ear!” yelled Bunter,
Leggo my ear,
Bob Cherry, you beast!'. -

“Take his other ear, Jolinny !

“I've got 1t 1¥

“ Yarooocooh !

“ Coming, Bunter?” -

"Nao! ow! I mean yes!” howled
Bunter. " Leggo my cars, you beasts!
Ow! I say you fellows——yoo-hooop !"”

Billy Bunter, by hizs fat cars, was
hooked out from the dusky depths of
the banyan, rather like a fat winklo
from a sheli. :

A chortling party returned to the
beach—Billy DBunter walking between
Bob Cherry and Jolinny Bull, holding
on to two fat ears! Beveral times, en
route, DBunter laggod=—but a jork ak
those fat cars started him again. Hia
fat face was erimson with wrath when
thier emerged uwpon | the beach, and
walked down to the gquay. i

“Oh, here. ye are,” exclaimed Blr.
McTal, “where did ye find the logp¥”

“I—I—I was lost in the Lush!™
gasped DBunter. “I—T wasn't keeping
out of =ight to miss the Loat, xou
Linow "

“M~» gudeness!™ said Mr. McTals,

“I say, vou fellows, you go 'on board—
I've left something at the bung.” sai
Buanter., " I'll cut off =I'"ll be back 1n a
couple M minutes—"

“Ha, ha, hat

“Weep hold of his ears!”

“Ow ! Beasts! Wou I™

Billy Bunter's fst cars were mnnt
released 121l he was on fhe gavg-plauk,
crpssing the same to the deek of the
Dawn., Then the jumiors bade favewell
to Mr. MeTab, and followed lim, and
the “hook " cama up. And as King of
the Jslands sailed the ketch out of -t
lagoon. the jumiors stood in a_bunch by
the rail, waving farewell to tie manager
of Ealua—wiili the exception ‘of Billy
Bunter, whose fat hands were. busily
occupied in robbing a pair of fat ears!

. THE EXD. -

(Hoareyw Wharion & Co. back at (repy-
friars! Look ouw! for next week's exiru-
special sehool sfory: "THE BOY WHO
WOULDY'F fAE TAMED!M [It': the
real poods, chumsz, 30 make sure of veod-
ing it by ordeving your copy WELL IX
ADVANCE!) B
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TUBBY’S VOW OF
VENGEANCE!

Another Sparkling Spasm of our

Sensational Serial: “THE SLACKER

OF ST. SAM'SI™ By our champion
story-teller DICKY NUGENT.

Thud! Bang! Wallop!

* Bust it ! ™

Tubby Barrell, of $t. Sam’s, turned
red—and locked round the Head’s
etudy like a startled fawn | .

The fat Fourth-Former had just
been skoffing a eake; but he didn't
feal a bit like skoffing when he heard
ihe unmistakable sound of the Head's
hob-nailed boota outside ! .

Dector Birchemall had a rooted
objection to juniors dmppini_.intu his
study and skoffing his tuc If he
caught Tubby finishing off his cake,
the chances were that he would pretty
well finish off Tabby -

Thudl Bang! Wallop!

As the sound of the footsteps drew
nearer, Tubby distingwished the voices
of the Haaj and Mr, Lickham, in
earnest confab. He stared round
wildly, his fat flesh fairly wobbling
with foar. What should he do ?

With a squeak like a Fmiht-aned
rabbit, he dived under the tablg and
tucked himself cut of site,” '

The door opened. With & gquaking
hart, Tubby saw two pairs of Ega
erpes the floor till they stopped beside
the table.

“ Take a pew, Lickham ! * he heard
Doctor Birchemall say. * And listen
to the wheeoze 1've invented for getting
VUILE T&Wnin%‘tnn through thia coming
teat of fizzical fitnesa. I want you to
tell me exactly what you think of it.”

“* Plezzure, air, I'm sura 1™

“The wheeze is based on the
supposition that Yawnington's grate-
grate.grendfather, Sir Frederick Fun.

wss, can be soc much impressed by

awnington doing one elever ather-
lottick feat that he will require no
furthor proof, I think that’s a

reasonable supposition, Lickham, don't
youll
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they will.

of atrhelr ettick feat—Ilet alone a clever
one 1

The Head's eyes twinkled rougishly.

“Aha! That'a just where my little
wheeze comes in,”” he chuckled. " I'l]
get down to brass tacks and tell you
what it is, Breefly I propose to get
Yawnington te hft an enormously
heavy weightod bar—
o bar so heavy thet
it will defy the efforts
of 8ir Frederick and
his ﬁ:zimld EI uigteu ro NE-E
expert to dislo it i
I:"rr:Fm the floor 1 2 i

* But—but—"

“You are wonderin
how Yawnington wi
manage this super-

ewman tesk 7' asked
octor Birchemall
“Don't worry, my
dear chap, & won'tl
My plan is to ¢
it on 8ir Frederi
nnd hia expert first. After
they have tried and failed, I shall find
gome way of getting them to look out
of the winder. While they're doing this,
I shall roll the real waig}ht out of sile
and subatitute another.

“My hat ! ™

“"The second one will: look exactly
like the first,”” pgrinned the Head.
“ But, in actual faet, it will be a very
different proposition-—consisting, be.
tween ourselves, of & wooden bar with

WHEN GIRLS INVADE
GREYFRIARS THINGS
WILL WAKEUP...AND
THEN SOME! Declares

Clara Trevlyn

The article Tom Brown wrots in
last week's number about the awiul
Lhings that would heppen if Cliff House
aud Greyfriare combined is sheer bosh.

My own idea is that if our respective
echools went ¢o-ed and became one,
you . boys would all be improved
enormmously by it ;

You can take it from me that we
ghould certainly not want you, as
Brown implies, to give up footer for
baskotball and hockey. It's far more
likely thet we should want to take up
footor ourselvea |

As for the idea of bays going all

irclish and " catty,” I can't for the
life of mo aee why anything so freakish
gshould happen. I am perfectly sure
that having boys in our class would not
mako uas givla the slightest bit masculine.
o why tho reverse 1 |

In any case, the idea that girls
epend oll their time discussing dress
snd beiog * eatty?! to each other is

quite out of date and Erown’s ecocol
agsumption that it i true merely
ghows up bis simplicity, Let ma tel
you, Master Brown, that Cliff Houso
girls have intereats iluat aa wide and
variad aa those of the average Groy-
friars boy. Bo there!

As for that fanciful picture Brown
draws of studies decorated with funny
little curtaing all tied up with ribbon—
well, really, words fail me !

And then, of course, there ig that
delicate matter of nddin% knitting and
cooking to your class subjects. Natu-
rally, DBrown had to drag in that!
Boys who arguo against co-cducation
always trot out knitting and cooking,
a8 though knitting and cooking fini
the argument,

But they don't! My idon about
knitting and coocking for boys is:
why not ¥ Boldiers, sailors, cowboys,
explorers, and most of the world’s male
heroes can darn their own socks and
cook their own food. Then, why not
the Greyfriars Remove 1

Oh, no, Master Brown! Your
arguments are not a bit convineing to
those who know what's what, When

girls do invade Greylriars, you'll wake-

up—and it will ba quite a pleasant
awakening for you, too !

But, of eourse, a8 you eay, it may
never heppen.

In that case, the loss will be yours !

quite easily,” ssid the Head, enthusi-
agtically. “ As o matter of fact,
Lickham, I have already made 1t
Like to have a squint T I

* Yea, rather, sir.”

The Head went to a cupboard,
projooced his weerd invention, and
showed it to Mr. Lickham. The

master of the Fourth couldn’t help

wigsling admiringly when he saw it.

“ You certainly are a coffdrop, sir, if
you don't mind my saying so,” he

rinned. " Why, sair, this would

cceive the keenest critick !

"1 thought it wasn't bad myself,
Lickham,” chuckled the Head. * Well,
my dear fellow, now you've got the
whole bag of tricks. What do you
think of the wheeze 1!

“* Absolutely spiffing, sir ! ** declared
Mr, Lickham, * When 8ir Frederick
gees Yawnington lifting that lifelike
imitation of a ton weight, he'll be as
plensad as o dog with two tails 1 ™

“Good! Awfully plad vou like it,
Liekham. Mum’'s the word, mind 1"
The Head went back to his cupboard
and replaced the sham weight in its
hiding-place. And then Tubby Barretl
heard him utter a sudden howl of rage.

. "i; cale | ™2

“What's wrong with your ecake,
gir 1" asked Mr. Lickham.

* It's gone—vamoosed—wvanighed !
yelled the Head, his face almost perple
with poehun. " Some theeving rotior
has wolfed it 1! -

** Oh, crums ! * gasped Mr. Lickham.
“I wonder whe could have had tho
nerve to take such a liberty, sir 1"

Doetor Birchemall tugged his beard
viahualﬂ.

. Idt 1 th diest
rasped. " It's e preediest yung
gormandiser in the achool—a wyung
raskal belonging to your Foum,
Lickham ! " 4 :

Mr. Lickham grinned.

“Aht I think I know who wyou
mean ! We'd better find him at once,
This way, sir | 2

He led the way out of the Head's
study, followed closely by the Head,
who carried with him a large birch.

Az soon as they had gone, Tubby
Barrell rose from his hiding-place under
the table and hopped it. ubby, who
had not reckernised himself from the

ink I ¢on guess who it is,” he-

“I'm glad he never suspected me !
But the fat Fowth-Former was
destined to receive & rude awakening
on that point. Arriving down in the
Hsll, he ran slap-bung into the two
beaks ; and much in his serprize and

TOM REDWING KICKS
GOAL . .. AMD GOALIE
KICKS HIMSELF !

H.
SPORTS SHORTS from

Press Box.

The Rookwood Juricr Eleven came
to Greyfriars on Wednesday, and were
defeated by the only in the mateh,
scored by wour humble,

Thess hf;ﬂ t;?f;u bm-;l'ﬂé:ta u'bréru:a &
game w erg, and spectators
fﬂ will r&mﬁmgec- or meny & long

Yﬁ

It was played &t a epanking pace
and with really grim fiotermination by
both sides. 'We were rithout Wharton,
Bull, Cherry, snd Toky; and as
Rookwood were at ol strength, wo
were very much up agsinst it.  For the
best part of the firnd half, we were
for to concentrite on dofenes,
Jimmy Silver’s crowd gﬂinﬁ all out
for goals. The heomns goal had some
VEry narrow escapes ab times ; but,
fortunately, Hazeldene proved equal
to the oceccasion.

In the second half,: Raokwood began
to tire, and weakeénes! g little in their
attack., Their defems, however, was
vory sound, and it beyanto look as if &
goalless draw was im the offing, when
our forward line féund an opening and
I scored from just owmtside Sma penalty

ATOR.

It wazs one of tha closeat pames I
id well
to win,

have ever played in 1 we

The First Eleven alss opened their
sceson auspiciously by winning 6—3 at
8t. Jim's on Wedunesday, Wingate
scored three of the -poals and North
end Walker one cach,} Well done, the
old 'ung !

A mixed team of {Rell and Upper
Fourth playera were lucky to stave
off a doublediguresy defeat by the
Fifth last Saturday. The Filth, who
were in irresistible fo-'m, scored eight
timea without reply 1 _ ]

Tom Redwing had the distinction
of scoring & goal frod the half.way

the

lino during umpuIa{w;r Practice on
Tueaday. The goal was no fluke,
either. - He kicked it iugh and allowed

for the strong wind tiat was blowing
in hiz favour, and th: bsll just sailed
under the crossbar inty the net. Tom
Brown, in goal, was s¢ annoyed about
it that he spent the. .t five minutes
kicking himeelf |

Vernon-Smuth’t WEEKLY |

and twisting them till Tubby
with pain. * Hel

over to the table, I.iul::hnm. _
baps you will oblige by holding
own while I duet his trowsis 1 2

that,

him
T 1:;':'“_'[1
Let us

lezzure, sir

Head
of tortcher.

was very eorry he bed ever
idea of shoffing tho cake.
The Head

ase
ave

enablin

Yawninftnn to
But 1

wou not

cheerful, had he heard what Tubby was
af he rolled back, moaning and
guartera.
* Revenge | ¥ Tubby. was muttering.
ing to have—
And I joliy well know how

Bayl
groaning, to the Fourth Form

“ That’'s what I'm
revenge I h
to get it, too ! I'm going to
the Head by busting those

when Yawny's weight-lifting etunt

romes off |22

There waa no doubt that Tubby was
:righti there, Doctor Birchema
if Tubby’s vow of
venpeance waa really fulfilled | .
wreck the Head's brainy

read the
hilarious final instalment of this ripping

talnly would sit u

(Will Tubby

plan ¥ For the answer,

serial in next week's number [}

me to yank him

raw a veil, dear reader, over
the paneful scene that ensued when the
gob to work with his instrument
Suffice it to say
the time the Head had Snished, Tubby

elt a lot better, as he
returned to his study with Mr. Lickham
to finish diskuesing his wheeze for.

" Quite rea- [
snna%le, Eir, No. 312, EDITED BY FISHER TARLEIION FISH. Octolier 1st, 1938,
if Yawning- A ,
ton will — I — —
oblige,'? - o . _
grinnog the master of the Fourth, ;o blown-up balloon st each end of it ' | Head’s uncomplimentary deseription, | diemay, they swoopsd down on him
M But how the dickens, mite I ask, “ Grate ;I:;ip 1™ was grinning all over nis face, like hawis, t:rn"thmr PTaY. -
are you going to get o slacker like| " It will be as light as s feather—and “ T expect the Head hinks it's Jolly Gotcher } * eried Doctor Birch-
Yawnington to perform any kind | Yawniogton will bb able to lift it | or somebody,” he mutfered to himself. | emall, seezing Tubby by his fat esrs

shreelked
After

Dear Cousin
muchly, old bean,
which I read with
with the aid of &

that by
hod the

his test.

heen so | joy when I came

protector and the

Hottentots ¥

will, as u ask,’
another * juvenile
term. Bolsover, w

ghow up
balloons

the Remove Paper

sEerma .t:l.wfull;{' keen
I hove du

wishes to the

CEl~

Drop in and see

COUSIN PETER HEARS

FROM COUSIN ALONZO

. « « AND REPLIES WITH

MANY THANKS AND
MORE!

Eietiﬂnm:-.r t
It was jolly good of you, too, 'Lonzy,
to send me that parcel. What was
ingide, I wondered ¥ Tuck—books—
an ornament for the study ?
Can't you just imagine m

and the tracts and the collecting-box
for the Socicty for Helping the Hatless

Yes, 'Lonzy, you can rely on me to |
meake good use of thosze tracts, and I

hea just been appointed chairmen of

fe Fn.aﬁed on your good
llows, :
to send you their cheericat greetings.

Affectionately wyoura,

have

8 comin
when it

Alonzo, — Thanka
for wour letter,
reat pleasure—and

vou will.

Eve

gasp of
acrozs the chest-
indigestion tablets

pass them on to
later on in the

ho, by the way,  598%

-chagse Commities,
to have them.

and they ask me

us all sgain, soon, | Pel8 !

FETER.

aan—l‘rny !
changes in this 1i'l ol' paper ?

[ ] nnd L1 ragﬂ'l“'
that matters—slic
dough, ecandals about guys that
and latest news of the Editor’s
enappy business brainwaves |
ou betcha thers will be a. change
or two or three when F, T. F. geta hia
big break on the * Greyfriars
Just a few!
Let’s hope it won't be long in coming,

PEP, SNAP and ZIP!

Hold the line, buddies, for EDITOR
FISHER T, FISH.

t Meat your old Fisher T.
‘ get a lond of this.
“ Greyiriars Herald * iz poing ahead like a prairie
firg, and every number hits a pew bhigh whie F. T.

he good old

Boya and gals! I wanna tell you there's big times
coming for yours truly if things go the way
'L tell & man |
guess I ain’t had my break
Wharton left me to be Temporary
** Greyfriars FI. P
promise I would ocarry on the
paper according to tradition.
man of my word and I've done it just
the wn&t]lm said, I guees I could hardly
& otherwiss, an
glabsided jay seems to have left word
with half the echool to give me the works
if I did anything

All the game, pals, that big break surely

figure

et. When

Editor of the

Hera he made me

I'm a

yway, for the

he wouldn't like |

one time. And
il you se0 some
I'l eay

my WwWay,

Right from the moment when F. T. F.
ata roml control of the
rl:era]d,’f it:. becomes the slickest, snap-
1est, zipplest tabloid newspaper ever !
very sentence will contain one sensation.
paragraph will get you sitting
on the edge of your chair, with your
hair standing upright on your scal
and your eyes bolting out of their sockets |
Yes, sires, and the news that I- pring
when that glad day comes will he news
with & purpose. No more wasting space
reporting what vou guys

* Greyfriars

ﬂ-ﬂ.ll EE jﬂ-pﬂﬂ L
news will be newa
now ways of making
et my

A

erald,™

Be meeting you !

FISHER T. FISH,

BRIGADE CALL

STRANDED CAT!

TO RESCUE

Remove Firemen Jeered,

But Not Cheered

This week the Remove Fire
Brigade had their first oppor-
tanity of diatinﬁi:hing them-
selvea since Firework
Night,

gre was no outbreak of
fire. ltwasonly Mra. Kebble’s
¢at that had somehow be.
come stranded on & narrow
ledge at the top of the
School House building., But
as cat-rescuing jobs are taken
seriously even by professional
firemen, the Bemove treated
the turn-out with appropriate
reapect. " I

ingate, who 1
Fomove squad thapacampli.
ment of giving them the job,
told Chief Officer Redwing
to take hia time over it.

“ Cats are funny creaturea,”
he said, * You don't want
to scare ib; ond the time

| factor

doesn’t come into

it ag it Jdoes in a fire.”

Bo the aquad went to
(work with unusual de.
liberation,. The escape
wad  manguvred very
carefully into position
gand rmn up in slow- !
maotion style. Tom Red. [l
wing, who elected fo go
up for the cat him
ascendad the ladder at a
leigurely pace,

By the time he reached the
top, half the school had as-
sernbled below. A loud cheer
went up aa Redwing went
forward to colleet the house-
keeper's pet.

nfortunately, the cheer
roved to be premature.
efore Redwing could gather
in his quarry, tho cat had
moved nlong the ledge out
of hia reach.
Redwing several

spent

{ dile
i,

i '_. i
;

minutes ing to induee it
to rﬁtu:nt:r}ruﬁgut- the animal
just stared at him and mewed.
Redwing came down agnain
and the escape was moved.
He went up once more,

As Wingate had mentioned,
cats are funny creatures.
No socner had Redwing got
to the top than the obatinate
quadruped went back to
ita firat position. The Chief
Qfficer, after vainly malan
affectionate sounds to it wi

i

his lips for some time, came
down for a rest, The escape
wad moved back and Tom
Erown took Redwing's Bf]ma.

Browny received j the
sgme  treatment. B did
Rake, who followed him,
atd Peter Todd, who followed
Rake,

Finally, the brigade held
a conforence on ways and
means of getting out of the
dilemma., It wes while t
were in the middle of their

‘tconfab that a roar of langh-

ter from the crowd
them look up.

They were just in timo
toc see Mra, Kebble's cat
calmly elimb up a sloping
length of drainpipe leading
to the roof and hop through a
vontilating-shaft that led mto
the Housa !

The conference broke up
and tho cscape was wheeled
back to the brigade hut—
amid cheers from the crowd
and unintelligible muttering
from the Remove firemen,

Wingate has been asked
if he will bestow the honour
and privilege of rescuing
the next dtranded cat on
the Benior Squad. Tho Ke-
move firemen soy they oo
welcorne to it!

madn



